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PREFACE. 



The object of this little volume is to help Christian 
parents in the discharge of what the author believes 
to be their easiest and holiest duty — that of awakening 
young hearts to the moral loveliness of God, chiefly as 
He is revealed in the person of Jesus Christ. 

It seeks to make the young spirit feel, rather than see, 
what in conduct is right and wrong — to inspire it to in- 
stinctively love righteousness and hate iniquity. 



It will add much to the interest of the Services if the 
Hymns can be sung to bright and appropriate tunes, if 
the children have before them the Lessons, which are 
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mainly from the new version of the New Testament, 
if the Prayers are said slowly, and with becoming 
reverence, and the Sermons are first read by the reader 
alone to catch their idea, and then in the gathering 
clearly and with cheerfulness. 

The Services may be used in the schoolroom and 
family, and it is hoped that individual children may 
find pleasure and profit in personal use of them. Where 
the special hymn cannot be sung, it may be said, or one 
of those to be found at the end of the book may be 
substituted. The whole gathering should join in the 
saying of the Lord's Prayer, which in its old and new 
forms is given at the end of the book. Tunes for the 
Hymns will be found in every modern tune-book. 
Hynins especially suitable to particular occasions in 
family life and to the seasons of the year, also a few 
general hymns and evening hymns, are added at the end 
of the book, and may be used with any of the Services. 

The addresses which are here collected were originally 
spoken or written to children in whom the author had 
special interest, were given at very irregular times and 
under very varying circumstances, and have no unity 
save that of their common aim. 

They are copiously illustrated with stories and pictures, 
both being taken mainly from objects and events of every- 
day and immediate interest, in order that religion and 
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God may be associated with the child's own world rather 
than with the world in the East. The author has not 
forgotten his early notion that God was fond of people 
who rode on camels. 

Here and there decidedly colloquial forms of expression 
have been used, in order to convey a more clear idea of 
the truth. As to the stories, in order that they may have 
reality, it may be well to say that every one of them is 
believed to be true, not only as an illustration of the 
point it is made to serve, but as a matter of fact. All 
of them are from generally accepted histor}^ or from the 
writer's own experience and observation. 

While care has been taken to have the selection of 
the Hymns to be used of healthy Christian tone, they 
have been limited to topics which may be fairly con- 
sidered within the range of a child's interest. 

The author has to thank the following authors for the 
right to use the hymns on the pages named : Bishop 
Walsham Howe, on pp. 200, 314, 329, 365 ; Mrs. C. F. 
Alexander, on p. 299 ; the executors of the late Miss 
Frances Ridley Havergal, on p. 239; and the Rev. W. 
Garrett Horder for permission to use, from his beautiful 
** Book of Praise for Children," the hymn on p. 104; 
also the following publishers for hymns which are their 
copyrights: Messrs. Nelson and Co. for the hymn 
by Mary Howitt; and Messrs. Masters and Co. for 
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all the hymns by Mrs. C. F. Alexander, save that on 
p. 299, already mentioned. Thanks, too, are given to 
Messrs. Cassell, Fetter, Galpin and Co. for their per- 
mission to use the picture of **A carpenter's shop at 
Nazareth," by Mr. Holman Hunt, from Canon Farrar's 
" Life of Christ." 

It is hoped that both children and parents will 
welcome the volume as a pleasant and useful companion 
and helper. 

London^ October^ 1881. 
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THE CHILD'S PASSION FOR THE FATHER. 



SERVICE I. 



HYMN. 



All things bright and beautiful, 
All creatures great and small ; 

All things wise and wonderful, 
The Lord God made them all. 

Each little flower that opens. 
Each little bird that sings ; 

He made their glowing colours. 
He made their tiny wings. 

The rich man in his castle, 
The poor man at his gate ; 

God made them high and lowly. 
And ordered their estate. 



The purple-headed mountain, 

The river running by. 
The sunset and the morning, 

That brighten up the sky ; 

The cold wind in the winter, 
The pleasant summer sun, 

The ripe fruits in the garden — 
He made them every one. 

The tall trees in the green wood, 
The meadows where we play, 

The rushes by the water, 
We gather every day. 



He gave us eyes to see them. 
And lips that we might tell 

How great is God Almighty, 
Who has made all things well. 



LESSON. — Luke ii. 41-52. 

And His parents went every year to Jerusalem at the 
Feast of the Passover. And when He was twelve years 
old they went up after the custom of the feast ; and 
when they had fulfilled the days, as they were returning, 
the boy Jesus tarried behind in Jerusalem ; and His 

B 
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2 Stmday Evenings with my Children. 

parents knew it not ; but, supposing Him to be in the 
company, they went a day's journey ; and they sought 
for Him among their kinsfolk and acquaintance : and 
when they found Him not they returned to Jerusalem, 
seeking for Him. And it came to pass, after three days 
they found Him in the temple, sitting in the midst of the 
doctors, both hearing them and asking them questions : 
and all that heard Him were amazed at His understand- 
ing and His answers. And when they saw Him, they 
were astonished : and His mother said unto Him, Son, 
why hast Thou thus dealt with us ? behold. Thy father 
and I sought Thee sorrowing. And He said unto them, 
How is it that ye sought Me ? Wist ye not that I must 
be in My Father's business ? * And they understood 
not the saying which He spake unto them. And He 
went down with them, and came to Nazareth ; and He 
was subject unto them : and His mother kept all these 
sayings in her heart. And Jesus advanced in wisdom 
and stature, and in favour with God and men. 

• Margin, 

PRA YER. 

Most loving and mighty Father, we are going to 
hear about Jesus, Thy Son, Who came to tell us how 
good and lovely Thou art, and to show us what a 
blessed thing it is to be a loving child of Thine ; we 
pray Thee fix what we learn in our memory, make our 
hearts glad by it, and help us so to live that every day 
we may try to be good and to please Thee, through 
Jesus Christ.—** Our Father," &c. 



4 Sunday Evenings with my Children. 

SERMON. 

" Wist ye not that I must be about My Father^s business ? '* — The child Jesus, 

One of the most beautiful things in all the world is a 
child's love of a parent, and just because it is so beau- 
tiful it is God's very best picture of the Spirit of Jesus. 
A good child in a happy family can help us better than 
anything else to understand how simple and real was the 
love of Jesus to God. His warm young heart went into 
what He had to do for God with such enthusiasm as to 
make Him quite surprised, almost pained, that men did 
not understand. ''Wist ye not," he exclaimed — **wist 
ye not that I must be about My Father's business ?" 

I have read a story of a Russian girl, the child of a 
Russian soldier, which will help us to understand the 
strong feeling Jesus had for what He called His Father's 
business. Prascovia was the girl's name, and her father 
was banished from Russia by the tyrant, Ivan the Ter- 
rible. He did not deserve to be banished ; he had done 
no harm, and was a good and true man. But that did 
not matter. To Ivan the Terrible, prejudice was 
enough. For some reason or other, Ivan hated Pras- 
covia's father, and banished him from his home and his 
country away into a cold, dreadful desert, where he was 
condemned to stop and pine till he died. It was a 
terrible doom. The poor man went, and with a broken 
heart. With him, too, went his wife and his one child, 
the child I am speaking about, Prascovia, then a tiny 
creature of a few years old. And there Prascovia's 
father lost all his joy. Many were the bitter tears 
he shed. His lot crushed him ; his health failed ; he 
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became feeble, and sad, and wretched; and little 
Prascovia saw this, and she became sad and wretched 
too ; for she had a tender heart, and she wondered 
and pondered why he was so. 

At length, as she grew older, she came to know the 
cause. She knew that he pined for his old far-away 
home, his friends, his freedom, and his native land ; 
and she saw that could he but go back to them he 
would be strong and well and happy again. Then she 
became almost ill with longing for her poor father's 
return. That he should be allowed to return became 
the one desire of her heart, the one hope of her life, its 
prize and crown. What joy would it be to see him at 
rest in his own proper home again ! And she thought 
about it till, in her young fancy, she saw it — her father 
well and happy again ! — and she was all rapture and 
ecstasy. And why not ? — what hindered ? Only the 
Emperor's heart ; she must get at the Emperor's heart. 
Oh, if he but knew how good her father was, he would 
be sure to relent and alter the decree, and let him come 
back again and be happy. As she thought, she became 
more sure that she had only to tell the Emperor the 
facts, and he could not deny her request. To her 
girlish enthusiasm the distance to the Emperor, many 
hundreds of miles, seemed nothing. As she thought 
of all that she might do, if she could only reach him 
and tell her tale, her glowing mind had no room for 
thoughts of any kind of difficulty. At length she came 
to ask herself, ** Shall I go?" Then she came to feel 
that she ought to go, till at length — no matter what the 
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difficulties, what the consequences — she must go. Her 
father's business became the joy set before her. Men 
might laugh at her plan, her body might fail her on the 
way, defeat might await her at the end, but forbear she 
could not ; the venture must be made. 

When the time came for the earnest child to start, 
her heart was a tumult of joy. Along the first few 
miles of the way she ran ; the long distance she had 
to travel, the long time it would take, were nothing to 
her, for to all perfectly holy purpose a thousand years 
are as one day. But it makes one very sad to read of 
what she suffered before that long journey was ended. 
Again and again she lost her way ; she begged, some- 
times receiving an ungracious gift, sometimes having a 
dog set at her, which tore her poor garments, and bit 
her thin limbs. Many a night did she sleep in a hovel, 
sometimes in a kindly cottage ; sometimes she had not 
where to lay her head. Through snow and rain and 
mud she plodded her way, week after week, month 
after month, penniless, alone, timid, hungry, soaked to 
the skin, sick at heart, faint, footsore, frozen. When 
she explained her errand she was often counted mad. 
When she passed through a village, bemired by splash- 
ing vehicles or by a fall in the mud, people found it in 
their hearts to make her a laughing-stock and mobbed 
her. Nobody understood her, everybody judged her to 
be a mere tramp and counted her a vagabond. One 
feels most sad to think of this perfectly beautiful girl as, 
lonely and depressed, she had many a quiet cry. Such 
was her life for the eighteen wearisome months through 
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which she was dragging herself to Moscow. But no- 
thing could turn her back ; her inner life was one of 
unquenched passion for her banished father's return 
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to his home, and all pain and suffering she bravely 
endured for this joy set before her. She must be about 
her father's business. 

After a long and bitter time she reached the Emperor, 
told her tale, and — happy day ! — moved his heart, won 
her father's liberty, and finished the work she had 
undertaken to do. Her father returned to home and 
freedom. But, alas, alas! the work cost the enthusiastic 
girl her life ; shortly afterwards, she fell ill and died. 

This touchingly lovely story of a child's fidelity to an 
earthly father has many points of comparison with the 
story of the beautiful love of the Son of God. 

First, then, it was with some such feelings as those of 
Prascovia that Jesus left heaven and journeyed through 
His earthly life. Men had banished His Father from 
their hearts, and His one end and aim was to get them 
to bid Him come back again ; for a loving heart is God's 
rest and home. 

Then, too, Jesus suffered much in doing the work 
that He set Himself to do. It was a bitter time that 
He had before He accomplished His desire. He was 
despised and rejected, and though He did not complain. 
He often had to go away from people to be all alone, 
and once even in public He completely broke down and 
cried. 

And there is one other point. It is this : so great 
was the love of Jesus to His Father that, under all 
pain and sorrow, and in dying on the cross, it was the 
source of strengh and joy. He never turned back, or 
regretted that He had begun the work, but gladly went 
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on to the end. And the last point : Jesus, like Pras- 
covia, did what He wanted to do. A dozen human 
minds at length yielded to His pleadings, and open 
hearts bid God come in. The plea that opened them 
was His own God-like spirit in life and death. That 
same plea opens hearts still, and every heart that opens 
adds another drop to the cup of Jesus' joy. 



WELL-BELOVED. 



SERVICE n. 




Jesus, high in glory, 

Lend a listening ear: 
When we bow before Thee, 

Children's praises hear. 
Though Thou art so holy, 

Heaven's Almighty King, 
Thou wilt stoop to listen 

When Thy praise we sing. 
We are little children, 

Weak and apt to stray ; 
Saviour, guide and keep us 

In the heavenly way. 



Save us, Lord, from sinning 

Watch us day by day ; 
Help us now to love Thee ; 

Take our sins away. 
Strengthen us for doty. 

While on earth we live-, 
May we to Thy service. 

Our best talents give! 
Then, when Jesus calls us 

To our heavenly home. 
We would gladly answer, 

" Saviour, Lord, we come. 



JVell-Beloved. 



II 



LESSON.— Matt. iii. 13-17. 

Then cometh Jesus from Galilee to the Jordan unto 
John, to be baptized of him. But John would have 
hindered Him, saying, I have need to be baptized of 
Thee, and comest Thou to me ? But Jesus answering 
said unto him, Suffer it now : for thus it becometh us to 
fulfil all righteousness. Then he suffereth Him. And 
Jesus, when He was baptized, went up straightway from 
the water : and lo, the heavens were opened unto Him, 
and He saw the Spirit of God descending as a dove, 
and coming upon Him ; and lo, a voice out of the 
heavens, saying. This is My beloved Son, in Whom I am 
well pleased. 

PRA YER. 

God, our Father, we are glad to learn from Jesus 
Christ that we ought to rejoice in Thee as our Father, 
for we are Thy children. Thou didst make us ; our 
bodies and our souls and our spirits are all from Thee, 
and Thou dost love us, though we do not always love 
Thee, and are sometimes naughty. Make us very 
thankful for these teachings of Jesus, and help us to 
be good. — ** Our Father," &c. 

SERMON. 

*• This is My beloved Son, in Whom I am well pleased." — A Voice out of 

Heaven, 

1 WANT you, dear children, to understand that people 
are loved by God — really, deeply loved, even whilst they 
are far from what God would like them to be ; for it is 
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a glorious fact, and if once you get it into your heart it 
will be a fountain of joy and goodness ; but the heart 
finds this hard to believe. It is distressed by fears and 
doubts about God's love to it, because it knows that it 
is not what it ought to be. It sometimes says to itself, 
" God cannot love me, for I am not good." Then our 
heart condemns us; but heart may be wrong, for 
God's thoughts are not always like ours ; and indeed it 
is wrong. Not in saying ** I am not good" — the heart 
that feels that is quite right — but in saying, ** Because 
I am not good, God does not love me " — the heart that 
feels that is quite wrong. ** Our hearts condemn us, 
but God is greater than our hearts, and knows all 
things"; so it is what God says, not what we feel, that 
must be right. Let us hear, then, what God does say 
about this matter of His love to those who are not 
good. 

I might take I do not know how many texts for such 
a subject ; but I will only take one : ** This is My 
beloved Son, in Whom I am well pleased," words which 
God said about Jesus Christ, and which tell us that 
Jesus Christ was a child of God Who was both beloved 
and pleasing. The two things are put separately — My 
** beloved Son" and My "well-pleasing Son," the one 
that satisfies Me, makes Me happy — as if to suggest 
that sons might be beloved, who were not pleasing, who 
do not satisfy Him and make Him happy. And if there 
were not such, if God only loved the ** well-pleasing," 
then He would only love Jesus Christ — for only Jesus is 
wholly and beautifully good. But the very thing Jesus 
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Christ came into the world to tell us was that God does 
love more than the good, loves all men in the world, 
indeed. God sent Jesus to get us just to believe that. 
So you are on no account to fancy that when you are 
not what you ought to be, God does not love you. It is 
quite true that He would be more happy in His love if 
you were better than you are, and He would be perfectly 
happy if you were perfectly good. Still, whilst you are 
only just what you are, God loves you, and though you 
should not only not please Him, but though you should 
even give Him pain and grieve Him, He must continue 
to love you really and deeply, and to love you as long 
as you live. 

Come, then, and let us see if our own hearts can tell us 
anything about this difference between '* well-beloved" 
and ** well-pleasing," for God wants us to understand it ; 
and it will help to make us glad, and good, and strong. 
Is there, then, anything in children's own hearts which 
can show what it is to love, really to love, and yet not 
to be pleased with what you love, and even to be grieved 
and pained at the sight of it ? for God made your child- 
hood's hearts something like His own. I think there 
is ; so let us see if we can find it. And, first, listen to 
a little boy in a parlour that we know, and see how 
love in children themselves is a matter of course ; how 
children themselves love some things all the same when 
they give them pleasure and when they give them pain. 
" Oh, papa, what can be the matter with Dicky ?" in- 
quired a sad, earnest little voice one day; ** he sits on 
his perch all day, fluffed up in a corner, and never sings 
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a bit. Do come and see ; he does look so ill." And 
taking his father's hand the distressed little owner of 
the bird led him to its cage to see what could be done. 
And there, its head down, its eyes closed, its feathers 
roughed, looking the very picture of misery, stood the 
poor child's canary ; yet it was difficult to say which 
was the more miserable, the bird or the little bird's 
owner. It used to be for ever standing up, smooth and 
brisk, and preening its wings, picking its vSeed, darting 
from perch to perch, a pert, saucy little fellow, listening 
to all he said, and singing its very heart away. Then 
the bird was the boy's pleasure and delight, now he has 
the hardest work to keep from tears. But do you think 
that on this account he does not love it now ? ** Not 
love it!" you exclaim. ** Why, it is just his love for it 
that makes him so miserable," and you are quite right. 
This boy loves his bird all the same, though his love 
brings him misery and tears. Well, then, through this 
way of a good child's heart, let us rise up to thoughts 
of God's heart, and of His ways to us. We are not 
giving God perfect pleasure (some day we shall be 
doing so), but love of us flows out of the fulness of His 
own heart ; whether we please Him or grieve Him, He 
loves us all the same. We are to Him like the dis- 
appointing canary is to the boy. And God is like that 
bird's faithful lover, who loved just because he could 
not help it ; it was a matter of course. Yes, that 
boy's heart had a love like God's. 

But children have themselves learned that love to 
them, as well as love in them, may be a matter of course. 
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and not at all depending on whether it gives those who 
love them joy or sorrow. 

A young boy is hobbling slowly along on a little 
crutch. His brothers and sisters are scampering round 
and round the garden, free and wild as March hares — 
shouting, leaping, laughing, in brimming-over gladness 
of perfect health. Poor boy ! The father stands 
watching through the window, his heart full of anguish 
too deep for tears. ** Td give everything I have to get 
that boy's leg right,'' he is saying to himself. His boy 
is lame — for life, the doctor says — and more than lame, 
he suffers pain so dreadfully that at times he lies on his 
back days and nights, pale and pinched, and looking 
like a little old man. Now that the father sees his dear 
boy on the garden walk once more, he has a little 
gladness, but the boy's slow, weary movements, and his 
pale, drawn face cut him up dreadfully; his heart seems 
as if it must break. But is that cripple boy not loved ? 
Loved ! you are astonished at the question. The one 
thing in all the world most certain is that there is none 
loved like him. A faithful father's love must flow, 
though it wear his heart away ; he cannot help it, nor 
would he if he could. And it is in love like that, mv 
child, that we see what the love of God is like. It is 
like the love of a father most perfectly kind. 

But to learn that hearts can love what gives them pain, 
we need not look at a good father. We can do it in 
many other ways. Alas, alas ! the world is full of loves 
which bring pain. I once went into a schoolroom 
where every little scholar was deaf. It was a deeply 
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sad sight. Little minds that looked out of those eyes 
were all shut up in long, long silence. Though they 
looked bright, walked about, smiled, played with their 
toys, yet the sight almost broke my heart, and made 
me feel I wpuld give all I had to bring their hearing 
back again. Yet I was no relation, but quite a stranger 
to them, and they were strangers to me. I knew nothing 
at all of any one of them, nor even of one person who 
was connected with any of them. Yet in spite of this, 
I thought of the little things with real sorrow, and 
went home to pray for them as I had not prayed for 
even my own family for many a day. I was touched 
with their infirmity ; my love of them gave me pain. 
It is with some such feelings God regards all the people 
in the world. His love is turned to pity, a pity which 
longs to bless. 

So, believe always that God loves you : when you 
please Him, He loves you with delight ; when you pain 
Him, He loves you with pity, but He always loves 
you. And let the knowledge of this help you to hate 
wrong-doing of every kind, and to live purer, nobler, 
more pleasing lives. 



THE POWER OF GOD'S LOVE. 



SERVICE III. 



HYMN. 



Do no sinful action, 
Speak no sinful word : 

Ye belong to Jesus, 
Children of the Lord. 

Christ is kind and gentle, 
Christ is pure and true, 

And His little children 
Must be holy too. 

There^s a wicked spirit 
Watching round you still, 

And he tries to tempt you 
To all harm and ill. 



But ye must not hear him, 
Though 'tis hard for you 

To resist the devil, 
And the good to do. 

Ye are youthful Christians ; 

Ye must learn to fight 
With the bad within you. 

And to do the right. 

Christ is your own Master, 
He is good and true, 

And His little children 
Must be holy too. 



LESSON.— John iii. 9-18. 

NicoDEMUS answered and said unto Him, How can 
these things be ? Jesus answered and said unto him, 
Art thou the teacher of Israel, and understandest not 
these things ? Verily, verily, I say unto thee. We 
speak that we do know, and bear witness of that we 
have seen ; and ye receive not our witness. If I told 



The Power of God's Love. 1 9 

you earthly things, and ye believe not, how shall ye 
believe, if I tell you heavenly things ? And no man 
hath ascended into heaven, but He that descended out 
of heaven, even the Son of man, which is in heaven. 
And as Moses lifted up the serpent in the wilderness, 
even so must the Son of man be lifted up : that 
whosoever believeth may in Him have eternal life. 
For God so loved the world, that He gave His only 
begotten Son, that whosoever believeth on Him should 
not perish, but have eternal life. For God sent not the 
Son into the world to judge the world ; but that the 
world should be saved through Him. He that believeth 
on Him is not judged : he that believeth not hath been 
judged already, because he hath not believed on the 
name of the only begotten Son of God. 

PRA YER. 

Strong and merciful God, we Thy children are very 
weak. We want to do what is good and right, and yet 
we are often thoughtless and careless, and do what is 
evil and wrong. But our fathers have told us that if we 
continue to love Thee, we shall become more thought- 
ful, and grow stronger and stronger against evil, till we 
can do the good we want to do, and find it easy and 
pleasant. Therefore, O God, teach us to love Thee. 
Teach us to know Thee, teach us how good Thou art ; 
for all who truly know Thee love Thee. Bless the 
words of Jesus to us, that through Jesus we too may 
know Thee and love Thee. — ** Our Father/' &c. 

c 2 
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SERMON. 

** Now unto Him that is able to keep you from falling and to present you 
faultless before the presence of His glory with exceeding joy."--^^ 
Jude. 

Last Sunday we were thinking about the love of God 
and of how God loves us, whether our conduct gives 
Him pleasure or pain. He loves us always, and always 
with the same real, deep love ; and now I want you to 
think about the great practical good it will do you to 
believe this. 

First, then, it will set the heart right, and meet its 
greatest want, and that is the main thing. While we 
don't believe that God cares for us, we don't care for 
God ; but when the fact of His care. His love, His 
deep, warm, full love to us lays hold of our hearts, then 
we fnust care ; we can not find it in our hearts not to 
care — ^we long to please Him. 

Yet the heart does not continue always in the same 
mood. Longing to please God changes at times into 
that wretched feeling, **It's no use." Tens of thousands 
of sincere hearts at times feel this, and despair. They 
want to be good ; they try to be good, but they fail. 
Nobody sees their desire ; everybody sees their failure. 
Many things help to bring this feeling on, and few 
things more than the harshness and injustice with 
which they are judged. Even good and loving friends, 
often with best intentions, speak unadvisedly with their 
lips. Their own hearts, too, turn enemies and unjustly 
condemn them. ** It's no use," they cry in bitterness 
and tears, and they ** give it up." This becoming 
better is always hard work, and at times it seems to 
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be so useless to tr}'' that we give up even trying ; but 
the useless becomes useful, the hard less hard, when we 
add God to the number of lookers-on — when we think 
of God in His grand loveliness as the chief among 
all whom we would please; He is. so considerate and 
patient, so slow to anger, so plenteous in mercy. 
He has no rough-and-ready way of measuring us, no 
ignorance, no hardness. He is sure to be justly 
merciful. Yes, my dear children, in a hard world like 
this, and with hard hearts like ours, we shall give up 
trying to be better and shall grow worse unless we can 
look up and be true to the great and good God. 
Without God, even the truest souls are without hope. 
In the weak moments of the heart it is He Who keeps 
us from falling. 

Now let me tell you a story which will help you still 
better to understand what the love of God does for us. 
I have read tales of certain farmers who, having their 
flocks among mountains, are called sometimes to rescue 
one of their sheep from danger. The sheep has some- 
how managed to climb from point to point up the 
rocks, and to wander away upon the high ledges which 
run along the jagged face of a deep precipice, and it 
has wandered on and on upon its dangerous way till 
the narrow rocky path has become much too narrow for 
it to turn round ; indeed, if it moves at all it will fall, to 
be dashed to pieces hundreds of feet below, and there it 
stands and bleats. Hearing the bleating of its distress^ 
and looking up, the farmer sees, high above his head, 
almost out of sight, the endangered and helpless wan- 



22 Stinday Evenings with my Children. 



derer. The rescue is a most difficult and perilous task, 
and this is the way in which it is managed. A few 
strong men, going round by the back of the hill by a 
way they know, ascend to the very top of the precipice, 
taking with them a long, strong rope, and from there 
they let it down to the level below, where a man who is 
going to do the work of deliverance is waiting ; then 
tying himself firmly to this rope, he shouts, *'A11 right." 
At this signal the men above begin gently to draw the 
cord, and the climber begins his climb ; and as he 
climbs the rope continues to be drawn up, and is thus 
kept always tight ; and so, the men above draw, and the 
man below climbs. Now and again he is in great 
danger. Then he cries out, *' Hold ! " Then the fingers 
of the men above clasp with firmer grip around the 
rope ; for they know that the climber is at a point 
where his foot is in great danger of slipping, and the 
height he must have reached is terrible, and his head 
may turn giddy as he looks down into the sheer depth 
below his feet. A slip now might end in his fall and 
death. Cautiously he moves on, passing the dangerous 
point quite safely; for strong arms and strong hearts 
hold him from above. Many times he is in danger, and 
many times he shouts *' Hold ! " then '* Pull ! '' then again 
** Hold !" and the men above hear and answer him, and 
so he climbs up and up the high rocks, and along the 
narrow ledges, and he is helped to rise and kept from 
falling. At length he reaches his desire ; the sheep 
is secured, and he returns as he came, all the while kept 
from falling by the sympathy and care of the men at the 
rope above. 
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Now, trying to be better, my child, is just like such 
climbing ; it is fairly called rising to a higher life 
because it is getting nearer heaven, and because it is 
attended with all the hardships, diJHculties, and dangers 
of a climb. But it is like that chmb in this, above all. 
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it IS helped from above ; the love of the good and com- 
passionate God is like that cord. Tied about the heart, 
it helps us to climb ; loneliness and its burden are 
gone ; it keeps us from falling. This is what I want you 
to do — bind about your heart a belief in the living care 
and love of God, then set about the climb. And when 
you feel in danger, when flesh and heart fail, cry, 
** Hold — hold Thou me up." The cry of loving trust 
rises to the Father, and, like strong arms. His ready love 
will help and comfort you. 

Jesus, when a young child, bound that cord about 
His heart, and never let it go ; and so He carried His 
wish to please God on fron> childhood into youth and 
manhood ; all difficulties. He completely conquered ; all 
dangers. He passed unharmed ; and so, as He grew in 
stature. He grew in goodness and in gladness, till at 
length His climb was done, and He rested with God. 



THE ROARING I.IOX. 




Dear Jesus, ever at my side, 
How loving must Thou be, 

To leave Thy home in heaven, lo 
A little child like me ! 

Thy beautiful and shining face 
I see not, though eo near; 

The EweetneBs of Thy Boft, low vo 
I am too deaf to hear. 

I cannot feel Thee touch my hand 
With preisure light and mild, 

To check me, as my mother did 
Wheo I WM but a child. 



But I have felt Thee in my thought, 

Fighting with sin for me; 
And «hen my heart loves God, I know 
from Thee. 



Andwh 


n, dear 


Saviour 


I kneel down 


Morn 


ngand 


night, I 


prayer. 


Someth 


ng there is with 


n my heart 


Which tells m 


eThou 


art there. 



Ye*, when I pray, Thou prayest to 
The prayer is all for me ; 

But when I sleep. Thou sleepest n 
But walchest patiently. 
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LESSON. — Daniel vi. 16-23. 

Then the king commanded, and they brought Daniel, 
and cast him into the den of lions. Now the king 
spake and said unto Daniel, Thy God Whom thou 
servest continually, He will deliver thee. And a stone 
was brought, and laid upon the mouth of the den ; 
and the king sealed it with his own signet, and with 
the signet of his lords ; that the purpose might not 
be changed concerning Daniel. Then the king went 
to his palace, and passed the night fasting: neither 
were instruments of music brought before him : and 
his sleep went from him. Then the king arose very 
early in the morning, and went in haste unto the den 
of lions. And when he came to the den, he cried 
with a lamentable voice unto Daniel : and the king 
spake and said to Daniel, O Daniel, servant of the 
living God, is thy God, Whom thou servest continually, 
able to deliver thee from the lions ? Then said Daniel 
unto the king, O king, live for ever. My God hath 
sent His angel, and hath shut the lions' mouths, that 
they have not hurt me : forasmuch as before Him 
innocency was found in me ; and also before thee, O 
king, have I done no hurt. Then was the king 
exceeding glad for him, and commanded that they 
should take Daniel up out of the den. So Daniel 
was taken up out of the den, and no manner of 
hurt was found upon him, because he believed in his 
God. 
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PRA YER. 
O God, Who knowest all things and lovest us with 
a great love, we are often in danger of sin, and have 
little strength to resist temptations. But Jesus has 
taught us to pray to Thee for more strength. O 
Father, deliver us Thy children from the evil one. Put 
Thy love and fear into our hearts that in all temptation 
to wrong we may bravely conquer, and please Thee, 
through Jesus Christ. — ** Our Father,'' &c. 

SERMON. 

"Your adversarj^ the devil, as a -roaring lion, walketh about, seeking 

whom he may devour." — St, Peter. 

"Your adversary, the devil, as a roaring lion, walketh 
about, seeking whom he may devour." These are words 
taken from a letter which Peter, one of Christ's very 
first followers, wrote to the early Christian Church. 

You have all seen a picture of a lion ; perhaps you 
have seen, too, a living lion in the cage of a menagerie 
or at the Zoological Gardens. The lion is powerful 
and fierce. Nobody would like to be shut up in the 
cage with such a savage creature. 

In Babylon, a long while ago, they kept lions in a 
den; a place perhaps like the pit at the London 
Zoological Gardens, where are the bears that climb 
up the pole, when, by means of a stick, you hold a 
bun at the top of it. And in Babylon they used to put 
people in this den for the lions to eat. People who 
had vexed the king they put to death in that way. 
But you have just heard how, when they put good 
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Daniel into it, the lions would not eat him; indeed, 
they would not touch him. God shut their mouths and 
saved Daniel alive, and he was taken out again not 
one bit harmed, and the king and all the people were 
amazed and knew that Daniel must be one of God's 
friends. 

But if we want to see what the lion is, we must 
not look at him confined in a cage in London nor 
in a den at Babylon ; we must see him savage and 
free in the wilds of Asia or Africa. Asia and Africa 
are the lands of the lion. It is there that "he walketh 
about seeking whom he may devour," and there, if men 
were not brave enough to drive him away or to kill 
him, he would devour all the sheep and cows, and 
perhaps the people too. And Peter says there is an 
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enemy of man which is like the Hon. I will tell you a 
story about an African lion, and the way in which it 
sought to kill a man, and we shall see what was in 
Peter's mind when he said this. 

There was a village in Africa surrounded by fields 
of beautiful, long, waving grass and tall, feathery 
reeds. About half a mile from this village, in among 
the long grass and tall reeds, there was a water 
spring. The spring ran its little stream into a small 
pool which was always full, and from this pool the 
people of the village had to fetch their water. Now all 
round the pool the beautiful, long, wavy grass, and the 
tall, feathery reeds grew more tall "and beautiful than 
anywhere else about the village. In the day-time, 
the villagers, men and women and little children, took 
their strange looking vessels to this beautiful pool to 
fill them, and at night wild deer and antelopes, old and 
young, came down to it to drink and to cool them- 
selves after the scorching hot African day. 

Now it happened one day that one of the men of the 
village put off fetching his water till rather late in the 
evening. It was about sunset when he set out, and it 
was, therefore, soon dark ; for in Africa the darkness 
comes all at once. There is not much of what we call 
"twilight." The sun goes down, then suddenly it is 
night. 

When this man had reached the pool, he thought 
he heard in the long reeds and grasses, quite near to 
him a slight rustling sound. What could it be ? Was 
it the wind ? No, it was not wind, for there was no 
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wind. All was still, save just there, where the soft 
rustle was. He thought it might be made by a deer, 
or perhaps an antelope, perhaps only by a bird; so he 
went on, down to the water-edge, and began to fill his 
water-vessel. Then, hearing a low growl, he quickly 
turned to look at the place it came from, and saw 
the fierce eyes of a lion flashing through the reeds. 
In the next instant, with a dreadful roar, the lion 
sprang into the air and was leaping on to the man. 
The man was terror-striken, and fell to the ground. 
Nothing could have been more fortunate for him ; for, 
through his fall, the lion shot right over him and 
plunged into the pool, where it floundered for awhile 
before it could gain its footing and get to land again. 
Inspired by a sudden hope, the man sprang to his 
feet, thinking nothing of his water-jug, you may be 
sure, and made off" for — he thought not where — as 
fast as his feet could carry him. Fortunately, he ran' 
in the direction of the nearest tree. He saw it, and, 
with nimble hands and feet, climbed, almost leaped up, 
into it ; for men are both swift runners and nimble 
climbers in lands where there are no ladders, and 
where the fields abound in dangers. At a safe height 
in the tree, the terrified man looked back at the lion. 
There it was at the foot of the tree. It had quickly 
recovered itself after its plunge and pursued the man, 
who had not been one second too soon in reaching 
his refuge. But the man knew that the lion could not 
climb, and that to be quite safe, though it was so near, 
he only needed to stop where he was till morning, when 




Where the lion lurked. 
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the Hon would be sure to go away ; for lions don't 
like the day; they only hunt in the night. At length 
the morning broke, the lion returned to its lair, and 
the grateful man came down from his perch in the 
tree to return to his village home, resolved not again 
to put off to so late an hour the fetching of his water 
from the pool. 

So, you see, the lion *' walks about." The man did 
not go to the lion's lair — that was in the forest, many 
miles away ; the lion came down to the man's water- 
pool. And this is one thing in which the adversary of 
men, and, I am sorry to say, the adversary of little 
children too, is like the Hon. He does not wait for us 
to come to his house — he takes the trouble to come to ' 
ours. 

And did not you notice how sly the lion was ? When 
the man went down to the pool the Hon was not 
standing boldly in the road. He was in amongst the 
tall reeds, craftily lying in wait. There he lay, — had 
perhaps been lying long, listening, watching, peeping, 
and keeping quite still, till he could see his chance to 
catch something. Well, that is another point in which 
the adversary of souls is like a lion. He gets behind 
something; he lies in wait, and when we have no 
suspicion that he is near, and he is sure of his prey, 
out he springs. 

But the lion is sometimes disappointed. Did you not 
feel glad that that lion at the pool missed the man whom 
it sprang at, and that he got safely home to tell his 
wife and little children the story of his wonderful escape ? 
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Yes, the lion was disappointed. And this is another 
point in which the devil is like a lion '* seeking whom 
he may devour," he is sometimes disappointed. And 
that is the best point of all — the devil is sometimes 
disappointed. 

Now let me tell you how Peter knew all this to be 
true. I have told you that it was Peter who said that 
the devil was like a lion. I will tell you a story about 
Peter, and you will see for yourselves how Peter knew 
that what he said was true. 

One day, wicked people caught Jesus Christ and 
dragged Him before a judge, and tried to get Him put to 
death. Now, Peter was very sorry for Jesus, for Jesus 
and Peter loved one another ; so he went to the place 
where the judge was trying Jesus, thinking that he 
would stand by Jesus, and speak up for Him like a man, 
perhaps hoping to convince the judge that Jesus ought 
not to be killed, and thus help to save that dear and 
beautiful life. But when he had arrived at the place of 
the trial, Peter saw that his hopes were all wrong ; he 
could not save Jesus, and was even in danger of being 
killed himself; so Peter was frightened, and went to 
the fire to look into the fire and think. And, as he 
stood warming his hands among a lot of cruel men, he 
was asked a question, and in answering that question 
he told a story, and having told one story he told another 
and then another, to keep from being found out, and 
from being thought a story-teller. And Jesus knew 
that Peter was telling stories, and turning where 
He stood before the judge, He looked at Peter by the 
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fire, and Peter saw Him look, and was very, very sorry 
for what he had done ; and he cried about it, and wished 
with all his heart that he had not done it. Poor Peter! 
he was very, very wretched, and could not be happy till 
he knew that Jesus had forgiven him. 

And after he knew that Jesus in His mercy had for- 
given him, Peter remembered something that, just before 
the sad affair in the judgment hall, Jesus had said to 
him — '* Simon, Simon, Satan hath desired to have 
thee .... but I have prayed for thee." And he saw 
how it was in that judgment hall that Satan had thought 
to have him. Just as the lion was by that African pool, 
hidden there among its beautiful reeds, so the devil, 
Peter's '* adversary,'' was there by that fire in the judg- 
ment hall — hidden, but there ! 

But Peter, like the African, had escaped. The 
devil did not make a story-teller of Peter. Peter was 
ashamed of story-telling, and when he saw how story- 
telling grieved Jesus, he wept about it as though his 
heart would break, and he told the truth ever after. 
Yes, Peter became a very brave man ; all his life he 
loved to please Jesus, and at last he died for Jesus. 

Now, my dear children, be sure of three things. 

(i.) Be sure, first, that whenever you are alraid 
of telling the truth or doing the right, then you 
are very near to the long grass and tall reeds where 
" your great adversary " is hiding. When such feelings 
are in your heart the devil is not far away. They are 
the low rustlings of the lion in the reeds. Be afraid 
of nothing so much as of doing wrong and of grieving 
Jesus, and you are safe from harm. 
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(2.) Be sure, next, that when you have done any 
wrong thing, or have said a word that is not true, 
you have made Jesus sorry. Tell Jesus all about it; 
let Him see your sorrow, and then be confident He 
has forgiven you. 

(3.) You were glad when you knew that that African 
had escaped from the craft of the lion, and gladly 
would you have helped him if you could. Think of 
these kind feelings as a picture of the kinder feelings 
with which Jesus regards you in your dangers. He 
longs for your escape from the evil one, and loves to 
be your helper. 
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THE LOVABLENESS OF THE CHILD JESUS. 



SERVICE V. 



HYMN. 



Jesus, people praised Thee, 
Gentle, true, and kind : 

By Thy sclf-forgetfulness 
Thou didst favour find. 

Jesus, people praised Thee, 
Child of heaven's own way, 

In Thy home and in Thy school, 
At Thy work and play. 



Jesus, people praised Thee, 
So did God above ; 

For a child so beautiful 
Man and God must love. 

Make us self-forgetful, 

Gentle, true, and kind ! 
So with God in heaven 
We may favour find ; 



And our youthful footsteps. 
Both at work and play. 

Follow after Jesus 
On His heavenly way. 



LESSON. — Luke ii. 25-35, 39, 40. 

And behold, there was a man in Jerusalem, whose 
name was Simeon ; and this man was righteous and 
devout, looking for the consolation of Israel : and the 
Holy Spirit was upon him. And it had been revealed 
unto him by the Holy Spirit, that he should not see 
death before he had seen the Lord's Christ. And he 
came in the Spirit into the temple : and when the 
parents brought in the child Jesus, that they might 
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do concerning Him after the custom of the law, then 
he received Him into his arms, and blessed God, and 
said, Now lettest Thou Thy servant depart, O Lord, 
according to Thy word, in peace ; for mine eyes have 
seen Thy salvation, which Thou hast prepared before 
the face of all peoples ; a light for revelation to the 
Gentiles, and the glory of Thy people Israel. And 
His father and His mother were marvelling at the 
things which were spoken concerning Him ; and 
Simeon blessed them, and said unto Mary His mother. 
Behold, this child is set for the falling and rising up 
of many in Israel ; and for a sign which is spoken 
against ; yea, and a sword shall pierce through thine 
own soul ; that thoughts out of many hearts may be 
revealed. And when they had accomplished all things 
that were according to the law of the Lord, they 
returned into Galilee, to their own city Nazareth. 
And the child grew, and waxed strong, filled with 
wisdom: and the grace of God was upon Him. 

PRA YER. 

O God, we read that Thy child Jesus was so lovely 
In His behaviour that He grew in the favour and love 
of His companions, and also in the favour and love 
of all who knew Him. May the same spirit which 
was in Him be in us that our behaviour may be lovely, 
and that we, too, may be loved by our companions and 
be pleasing in our homes. O God, help us thus to 
please Thee, through Jesus Christ our Saviour. — '* Our 
Father," &c. 
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SERMON. 

" He increased ... in favour with God and man.'* — St* Luke. 

If you had ever been to the Tower of London, you 
would have been sure to notice in one of the rooms the 
crowns of burnished gold and flashing gems which 
once encircled the brows of England's kings and 
queens. But crowns of gold and precious stones are 
the lowest kind of crowns ; not real crowns at all, but 
only images of them. They are just what a painted 
picture of an apple is to the taste of the ripe, juicy fruit 
in your mouth — what a mere talk about the sea-side is 
to the real pleasure of paddling and sailing boats on the 
shore itself ; they are only dead images of living things, 
of crowns worn by golden lives flashing with the pre- 
cious light of jewel deeds — crowns seen only by the 
spirit and bright with purity. These crowns are called 
in the Bible " crowns of glory.'' They grow out of 
the good, as the flowers grow out of the trees, and 
their wearers are kings and queens, the only kings and 
queens to God : God is their chief, and many, many 
children are amonfgst their number. 

Chief among all crowned children was Jesus. His 
brow was always bright with noble deeds, and human 
hearts were always lighted by their jewelled beauty. 
Of course He lived with other children ; and, doubtless, 
even in low, despised Nazareth there were parents who 
looked at times on what their children did with thankful 
pride, for 

** £*en in the darkest spot on earth 
Some love is found." 



40 Sunday Evenings with my Children. 

Doubtless, too, children's hearts were often filled with 
the sweet light of each other's kind and noble 
deeds. Returning from school and play, the boys and 
girls would make their narrow streets noisy with their 
merry voices joining in some comrade's praise. Perhaps 
even some young names were named only to think of 
unselfishness, kindness, and truth. If so, chief amongst 
such, towering high above them all, was Mary's Son, 
Jesus. Of all their kith and kin and comrades, it was 
upon Him their joyful hearts bestowed their warmest 
praise. No school-fellow, no playmate, excited such 
genuine love and wonder. All simple hearts and true 
adored Him. His ineffable good temper. His noble 
way of taking wrong. His unwearied patience with the 
irritating, just carried the children out of themselves ; 
and, now and again, I fancy I see them throw up their 
caps, clap their hands, and burst into glad hurrahs. 

Where He was known best He was loved most. Boy 
as He was. His mother positively reverenced Him and 
treasured His very words in her heart ; and God, Who 
knew Him best of all, better than even His mother (as, 
happily, He knows us all), bestowed on Him most 
admiration and praise. So His youthful crown of glory 
was seen by both earth and heaven. The boy was in 
favour with God and man. 

And remember this, my child — it was just what made 
Him lovely and beautiful in the sight of God that made 
Him lovely and beautiful in the sight of man. Never 
think of Jesus as like those puny, sickly, insipid children 
about whom books are written — who never lived, I am 
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glad to think — whose 

piety is as sickly and 

puny and insipid as 

themselves ; for whom 

God, if they had really 

ever lived, would have 

doubtless had plenty of 

pity, for He is very 

pitiful. Think of Him 

as a healthy, nohle 

boy. Who lifted up His 

head "like a man," and 

Whose piety was as 

healthy and noble as 

Himself — on Whom 

God did not bestow 

pity, but admiration, 

and with Whom He 

was right well pleased ; 

for just as Jesus grew 

to be the favourite of 

simple-minded folks in 

Nazareth, He grew to 

be the favourite of heaven. Heaven does not lie far 

away, my children. All that Jesus was doing in home 

and school and street was known there ; and it was 

what He was doing there that found God's favour. 

We cannot be one thing on our knees and another in 

our lives ; nasty to simple-minded people about us and 

pleasant to God above. 




n Eastern Sireei. 
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But do not think, either, that Jesus found no diffi- 
culties in the way of His goodness. His crown had 
to be won, as such crowns always have. Do not fancy 
that it flashed in full glory amid a waiting throng of 
admiring friends. He '* increased '* in favour ; His 
crown increased in clearness and glory as His body 
increased in height, little by little, day by day. The 
light He shed into people's hearts shone brighter and 
brighter. When a parent's hasty word provoked no 
insolent reply ; when an unjust punishment of the school- 
master extorted nothing but a feeling of genuine distress ; 
when boys full of envy and passion in the playground 
awoke in Him a look and a tone which was brimful of 
pity, which, in spite of themselves, made them blush 
and subside in shame ; when to bad and shameless 
fellows he was patient and kind — then was it that rarest 
jewels flashed upon His brow. His parents were not 
likely to be perfect ; His schoolmaster was even less 
likely still to be so ; and the boys and girls of the streets 
were but boys and girls ; while His brothers — well, the 
least you can say of them is that they seem to have been 
lower natured than He, and unworthy of Him. They 
might, as doubtless they did, like His good-heartedness ; 
but they only liked it ; they did not care to copy it. It 
was in conquering provocations to evil, with which such 
surroundings must have abounded, that He won and 
gemmed His glory-crown. 

In some respects Nazareth was an easy place in which 
to win it, for it seems to have been a low, benighted 
village ; and where there is badness everywhere, even a 
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little goodness goes a long way ; as when shining in a 
deep black sky, a little star seems large and clear. But 
though it is true that a good life would be far easier to 
see, if lived in such a place, it would at the same time be 
far harder to live. The easiest place in which to live a 
good life would be where there was nobody but yourself 
(and there it would be worthless) ; it would be less easy 
where there were none but fairly good people, and it 
would be the least easy of all where the people close to 
you were all bad. To be good there, pure, patient, 
truthful, and brave, and to be known as such, must be 
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terrible work. And it was in surroundings like these 
there grew a glory-crown around the youthful brow of 
Jesus. He must have had enough to do ; struggles to 
endure, prayers to say, temptations to fight, pains to 
suffer, tears to shed ; but He did it all. God only knows 
how much it cost, amongst such neighbours, for a boy to 
win by mere goodness the crown He wore. 

It is the mark of a Christian child that he is in intense 
sympathy with the aims of Jesus, and longs and tries to 
be like Him. He does not envy the golden circles which 
once rested on the brows of the Henrys and the 
Williams of England, now resting upon their cushions 
within the iron grating in the London Tower, but he 
does covet, and with all his heart, the crown of Jesus, of 
which goodness, purity, love, and truth were the pearls, 
the rubies, the diamonds, and the gold ; the crown which 
boys and girls saw Him wear in the home, the school, 
and the street of Nazareth. 

Strive for this crown, my children, and be contented 
that its brightness shall grow upon you, slowly increas- 
ing, increasing with your life. This is the crown that 
fadeth not away. What Jesus once wore in Nazareth, 
He now wears in Paradise. There, he was Prince of 
the children of the earth ; for the children felt and owned 
Him as their Prince. Yonder, He is the King of the 
Kings of Heaven, for all Heaven feels and owns and 
loves Him as its King. 

Strive then, dear children, and Jesus shall help you. 
He knows the children's struggle, and He can give you 
the children's victory. 
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HYMN. 

The Bible says that Jes 
The hills so strong and high -. 

He farmed the valleys at their feel 
And arched the lofty skj-. 

The Bible says that Jes 

The sun's resplenden 
The milder radiance of the n' 

And all the stars of night. 

The Bible says that Jesus clothed 
The field! with flowers to bright ; 

He made the tiny birds that fly, 
And beasts of matchless might. 



Jesus our Brother. 
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The Bible says that Jesus made 
All things that meet my eye, 

And countless things I cannot see, 
In ocean, earth and sky. 

The Bible says the friends I have 

I owe to Him alone ; 
In every hour of pleasantness 

His goodness is made known. 



The Bible says that for my sin 

He died on Calvary, 
Then rose on high, to give me heaven 

Through all eternity. 

Should I not think of Jesus, then — 
Think of Him every day — 

And for the love He bears to me 
Both love Him and obey ? 



LESSON. — Luke viii. 40-42, 49-56. 

And as Jesus returned the multitude welcomed Him ; 
for they were all waiting for Him. And behold there 
came a man named Jairus, and he was a ruler of the 
synagogue ; and he fell down at Jesus' feet, and 
besought Him to come into his house ; for he had an 
only daughter, about twelve years of age, and she lay a- 
dying. But as He went the multitudes thronged Him. 
While He yet spake there cometh one from the ruler 
of the synagogue's house j saying, Thy daughter is dead ; 
trouble not the Master. But Jesus hearing it, answered 
him. Fear not ; only believe, and she shall be made 
whole. And when He came to the house. He suffered 
not any man to enter in with Him, save Peter, and John, 
and James, and the father of the maiden and her 
mother. And all were weeping and bewailing her : but 
He said, Weep not ; for she is not dead, but sleepeth. 
And they laughed Him to scorn, knowing that she was 
dead. But He, taking her by the hand, called, saying, 
Maiden, arise. And her spirit returned, and she rose 
up immediately : and He commanded that something 
be given her to eat. And her parents were amazed : 
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but He charged them to tell no man what had been 
done. 

PRA YER. 

O Jesus, Whose heart was ever full of compassion 
towards all men, and Who didst heal the sick and raise 
the dead, we are taught by Thee that Thy Father is our 
Father, and that we are Thy brothers and sisters ; help 
us to believe in Thy brotherly kindness to us, and to 
rejoice that Thou art so strong and great. We cannot 
see Thee, but we are taught how good Thou art, and 
that we are always very near to Thee. Bring us now 
into this sweet faith, and at last bring us to Thy home 
and ours with God in heaven. — " Our Father," fijc. 

SERMON. 

"He is not ashamed to call them brethren." — Hebrews ii. ii. 

Now, let us try to grow a little in the knowledge of 
Jesus Christ ; it is the most charming knowledge in 
the world. Let us think of Him as our brother. 
There is no halo around His head that our eyes can 
see, but there is a perfectly lovely glory in His face 
that our hearts can feel. 

Jesus, as you know, was one of the sons of God, 
living in the presence, the home, the bosom of the 
Father; and the life He lived there, the health, the 
rapture, the ecstasy of it, was called "glory," glory 
with the Father. 

But, strange as it may seem, Jesus could not be 
contented there. One thing in His heart spoilt it all : 



Jestis our Brother. 49 

He loved the other sons of God, that is, you and me, 
and the people of the world, who, bad as we are, He is 
not ashamed to call His brethren. He could enjoy His 
life to the full if they were there to enjoy it with Him. 
Till then His love of God was not fulness of joy; 
Heaven itself was not perfect rest. He could not even 
remain there while those He loved were not there too ; 
His large heart must go to seek them, and to save 
them. Yes, it is true, and it should make us very 
joyful to know it, Jesus could not be contented without 
His brethren: He must bring God's other sons to glory. 

Perhaps this seems strange to you ; but why should 
it be so ? Can anything be more brother-like ? And 
Jesus calls Himself by the name brother, a real brother. 
Now, brother is a name which every happy child knows 
in its own heart. Perhaps God has put us into families 
that little children may have a good and easy way of 
knowing Jesus Christ, and understanding, through 
brotherly kindness, what sort of a disposition and heart 
He has. We only have to remember what sort of 
a spirit is the spirit of a perfectly noble brother, and it 
seems anything but strange that Jesus would not, nay, 
could not rest even in heaven till He had with Him you 
and me, and all the other children of God ; it seems the 
most natural thing in the world. 

For, tell me, what would you think of a brother who, 
because he himself was well and strong, did not care 
that the delicate chest of a tiny brother walking by his 
side was suddenly seized with cutting pain, which made 
him cry and struggle for breath; who walked as fast, 

£ 
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whistled as cheerily, and was just as happy as ever? or 
what would you think of a boy who could enjoy his 
ample meal all to himself, whilst a little sister crept 
feebly about the house, fainting with hunger, without a 
morsel ? or of another who, seeing the baby-boy tod- 
dling into the very path of a galloping horse, could un- 
feelingly turn away and say, **0h, I'm safe — I don't care 
for him"? What would you think of such a brother ? 

And suppose that through his not caring the stricken 
child fell ill, the hungry one starved, and the silly little 
wanderer into the horse's path was killed — ^what would 
you think of him then ? Why, everything that was bad. 
Brother would be far too beautiful and sacred a name 
for such a heartless wretch. But surely we may hope 
there is not one such brother on earth. And think you 
that there can be such an one in heaven ? for there 
would be such an one if Jesus could enjoy Himself in 
glory whilst we. His brothers and sisters on earth, are 
in want, and misery, and danger. 

Just think of this a little more. Look at Jesus when 
in His earthly home. 

The first time we see Him He is a babe in the inn at 
Bethlehem; and the next time He is at Nazareth, a boy 
twelve years old, the eldest child in a family of brothers 
and sisters. Now try to fancy what Jesus was as a 
brother in that earthly home. Can you fancy Him as 
anything but perfectly, beautifully kind ? Is it possible 
for you to think of Him as enjoying things all to Him- 
self, careless of His brothers' likings and of His sisters' 
needs, and, no matter whether they were miserable or 
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not, selfishly happy in some little heaven of His own ? 
I know it is not. You think of Him with the tenderest, 
noblest heart, shining through the brightest, most 
beautiful face. You are sure that if He had a tiny 
brother suffering by His side He would fondly pick him 
up, soothe him, carry him home, and be sad till the 
little fellow was better once more ; that with a pale, 
hungry sister. He would rejoice to share His food — 
perhaps give it her all; and that to rescue the en- 
dangered little toddler in the path of the galloping 
horse. He would rush under the horse's nose, almost 
under its very hoofs, and if He got knocked down even, 
and trampled on. He would be in a rapture of thank- 
fulness if He had saved His little brother'3 life and 
limbs. Though I read little about the childhood of 
Jesus, I know much about it ; for a brave, unselfish 
man like Jesus could never grow up out of a mean and 
selfish boy : in disposition and behaviour, at least, the 
boy is the lesser man. It is past all doubt that Jesus as 
a brother was everything that was tender, lovely, and 
brave ; for, if one thing more than another makes a boy 
grow in favour with God and man, it is his having such 
a character. So we are quite certain that as an earthly 
brother He could never enjoy things " all to Himself." 

Well, then, you are a member of the same family as 
Jesus, children of the same Father as He. Jesus is 
your brother, your elder brother, and brother to you 
means as much that is good to think about as it meant 
to His brothers and sisters at Nazareth. You must 
think of Jesus as your brother, as perfectly and beauti- 
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fully your brother, as He was the brother of those 
children who lived with Him in the same home, in the 
house at Nazareth. Can it be strange, then, that, alone 
and without you, Jesus could not be happy even in 
heaven ? The joy set before some brothers may be a 
heaven for themselves ; the joy set before Jesus is a 
heaven for us. His own heaven will not, cannot, be 
perfect to Him till He sees our happiness side by side 
with His. 

Now, my little brothers and sisters of Jesus, what do 
you think of this Heavenly Relation ? Does the truth 
seem altogether too good to be true ? Do you feel a 
little bit of modest shame in calling yourself His brother 
or sister ? Well, whatever you may feel. He is not one 
bit ** ashamed '* to call you brother, and He speaks of 
*'the least" of His brethren with just the same love; 
indeed, for the very little ones of all, as do all glorious 
brothers. He feels the most tenderly. His whole heart 
is bound up in what to the angels He loves to call **the 
least of these My brethren." 




LIGHT & GLADNESS. 



SERVICE VII. 



Little modett violet blue. 
Spangled o'er with morning dew. 
Laughing in the sportive air, 
God has made thy leaves so fail. 
Little lanibs, that skip and play 
In the meadow fresh and gay, 
God protects you by His care: 
He has made you bHghi and fair. 
Little star, with twinkling eye, 
God has placed thee in the sky. 
Little bird, with golden wing, 
God has taught thee how to sing. 
Little clouds, that lightly rett 
On the bosom of the west, 
Floating in the summer air, 
God has made your form so fair. 
Little, merry, laughing child, 
Ever playful, ever wild, 
Full of gladness, full of love. 
God has made thee, God above ; 
He thy happy spirit keeps. 
For He never, never sleeps ; 
When thy life on earth is past. 
He will take thee home at last. 



Light and Gladness. 55 



LESSON.— Matt. v. 1-12. 

And seeing the multitudes, He went up into the 
mountain : and when He had sat down, His disciples 
came unto Him : and He opened His mouth and taught 
them, saying, Blessed are the poor in spirit : for theirs 
is the kingdom of heaven. Blessed are they that 
mourn : for they shall be comforted. Blessed are the 
meek : for they shall inherit the earth. Blessed are 
they that hunger and thirst after righteousness : for 
they shall be filled. Blessed are the merciful : for they 
shall obtain mercy. Blessed are the pure in heart : for 
they shall see God. Blessed are the peacemakers : for 
they shall be called sons of God. Blessed are they 
that have been persecuted for righteousness' sake : for 
theirs is the kingdom of heaven. Blessed are ye when 
men shall reproach you, and persecute you, and say 
all manner of evil against you falsely, for My sake. 
Rejoice, and be exceeding glad : for great is your 
reward in heaven : for so persecuted they the prophets 
which were before you. 

PRA YER. 

Most kind and mighty God, we thank Thee for 
making us, and for giving us power to be happy. 
We thank Thee, too, for kindly teaching us that those 
are always happy who are always noble and good. 
Those who love Thee and live to please Thee have 
pleasures for evermore. Oh, give us hearts like theirs. 
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Help us to please Thee, by pleasing those who love us ; 
and by being kind to all men, even to our enemies if 
we have them, make us like Jesus Christ. — "Our 
Father,'' &c. 

SERMON. 

** Light is sown for the righteous, and gladness for the upright in 

heart." — Psalm xcvii. 

You know what a different thing it is for a child to do 
what a father wants him to do because he is afraid 
that if he does not do it he will be punished, and to 
do it because it is a real pleasure to him to please his 
father. When a boy finds his father's pleasure to be 
the one thing he himself most desires, he is as happy as 
a boy can be, his heart is full of gladness, and the 
world around him is all at its brightest. If children 
could always live like that, they would always be happy. 
Let me tell you a beautiful story. 

In a little cottage amongst the mountains of Switzer- 
land there lay upon his bed a sick man. He was 
dangerously ill, and had been so for many days. 
His wife was dead, and only two children lived with 
him. They were young boys, the elder of them being 
under fourteen years old ; but they had large and loving 
hearts, and did all in their power for their sick father's 
comfort. As well as boys could, they tried to take 
their dead mother's place and to nurse him well. But 
in spite of all their kindnesses, the sick man got 
worse, and they heard that he must soon die unless 
they could get him a particular medicine; that, they 
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were told, might possibly cure him. But it must be 
fetched from a distant town, and (this was their great 
trouble) it would cost far more money than they 
possessed. Could they only get the money, then they 
would soon set off to the distant town as fast as their 
legs would carry them. They cried because they were 
too poor to buy what would perhaps save their 
father's life. Oh, that they could get the money! 
Could they earn it ? Perhaps they could if they both 
got work, and if they worked very hard; but even 
then it would take a long time, much longer than 
father could live ; he would have died before they 
could get it by work. What could they do ? They 
were utterly miserable and wretched, and that night 
cried themselves to sleep. 

Now, it happened that a traveller who was just 
then passing through their village, wanted a pair of 
young eagles, and offered a large price for them, and 
no one was willing to get them for him, for the only 
place they could be got was high up on the face of a 
steep rock which it was difficult and dangerous, if not 
impossible, to climb. There there was an eagle's nest, 
and in it, it was known, were a couple of eaglets. 
The boys heard of the traveller's offer, and at once 
their spirits rose. If they could only get the birds 
and earn the money, then they would have enough for 
the medicine ! It would be dangerous ; but father was 
d3dng. They could bear to think of risking their own ' 
lives, but they could not bear the idea of the death of 
their father. They would try. 
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So away they went to the eagle's crag, and up it, 
step by step, hand over hand, they climbed together, 
helping each other until, high up, the lesser boy got 
giddy, and the path, such as it was, became too 
narrow for two to go along it. Here the younger boy 
had to stop and return. On struggled the elder 
brother, less weary, less fearful, as he saw himself 
minute by minute nearing the coveted nest, the nest 
which was to earn the money to buy the medicine to 
make his father well. At last all the way was 
climbed. Every narrow ledge and steep ascent was 
passed and there before him was the joyful sight, the 
pair of eaglets. Quickly he bound them together and 
fastened them round his neck. Then he descended 
the rock, but with more effort and difficulty, and 
more slowly, and perhaps with far more danger than he 
had gone up. But the one thought in the boy's mind 
was not difficulty, nor danger, not even his slow 
progress, but only the traveller's money and his father's 
medicine. 

The bottom reached, the happy brothers, as though 
they had had no difficulty and were fresh from their 
night's rest, ran with light foot and lighter heart to 
the hotel where the traveller stayed. As they went, 
the men of the village stared at them, as though they 
were something wonderful. And wonderful they were, 
as the heroes of a pure love always are. The men had 
not dared to scale the rock and take the nest, but 
here were two young boys who had done it ! The 
boys reached the hotel, delivered up the birds, 
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received the money, and, swifter than they had come to 
it, the elder of them left the hotel for the distant town, 
while the younger went home to attend to his father's 
wants. The medicine at length was procured, the sick 
father took it and — happy day ! — began to recover, and, 
after a while, got well and lived long to bless his brave 
children, and to be proud of their noble deed. What 
can not a loving heart do ? But this time, bright and 
joyful as were the father's feelings, they were not 
equal to the children's. His boys it was that had 
the inward life and light and gladness which are far 
too good for words to tell. 

Now, all of us are children of God, and Jesus came 
into the world to teach us to love God as those 
children loved their father. And how blissful, said 
Jesus, would it be for us if we loved God like that ! If 
we did not want telling what to do, but wondered in 
our hearts what would please Him, and having found 
it out, could not help doing it. So Jesus tells us not 
so much what to do as what to he. He wants us to 
be children, upright in heart ; that is, to do pure and 
true and noble things, and to do them because our 
hearts make us. The Bible has a splendid saying about 
people who are like that. It says, ** Light is sown for 
the righteous, and gladness for the upright in heart." 
What, think you, were the bright thoughts which 
sprang up in the minds of these boys as they watched 
their father open the eyes which till then they had 
feared were sealing in death, and smile once again his 
old, healthy, dear, fatherly smile ? What were those 
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warm feelings swelling their hearts as they heard his 
whole soul bless them for their loving kindness ? Can 
you fancy these things ? Well, they were like what all 
men feel when they have bravely done and loved to do 
something that has been pleasing to God. ** Light 
is sown for the righteous, and gladness for the upright in 
heart." 



REPENTANCE. 



SERVICE VIII. 



HYMN. 



I love to hear the story 

Which angel voices tell, 
How once the King of glory 

Came down on earth to dwell. 
I am both weak and sinful, 

But this I surely know, 
The Lord came down to save me. 

Because He loved me so. 

I love to hear the story, &c. 



Tm glad my blessed Saviour 

Was once a child like me. 
To show how pure and holy 

God's little ones might be ; 
And if I try to follow 

His footsteps here below. 
He never will forsake me. 

Because he loves me so. 

I love to hear the story, &c. 



To sing His love and mercy 

My sweetest songs Til raise ; 
And though I cannot see Him 

I know He hears my praise ; 
For He has kindly promised 

That even I may go 
To sing among His angels. 

Because He loves me so. 

I love to hear the story, &c. 



LESSON.— Luke XV. 11-32. 



And He said, A certain man had two sons : and the 
younger of them said to his father, Father, give me the 
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portion of thy substance that falleth to me. And he 
divided unto them his Hving. And not many days after 
the younger son gathered all together, and took his 
journey into a far country ; and there he wasted his 
substance with riotous living. And when he had spent 
all, there arose a mighty famine in that country ; and 
he began to be in want. And he went and joined him- 
self to one of the citizens of that country ; and he sent 
him into his fields to feed swine. And he would fain 
have been filled with the husks that the swine did eat : 
and no man gave unto him. But when he came to 
himself he said. How many hired servants of my father's 
have bread enough and to spare, and I perish here vnth 
hunger ! I will arise and go to my father, and will say 
unto him, Father, I have sinned against heaven, and in 
thy sight : I am no more worthy to be called thy son : 
make me as one of thy hired servants. And he arose, 
and came to his father. But while he was yet afar off, 
his father saw him, and was moved with compassion, 
and ran, and fell on his neck, and kissed him. And the 
son said unto him, Father, I have sinned against 
heaven, and in thy sight : I am no more worthy to be 
called thy son. But the father said to his servants, 
Bring forth quickly the best robe, and put it on him ; 
and put a ring on his hand, and shoes on his feet ; and 
bring the fatted calf, and kill it, and let us eat, and make 
merry : for this my son was dead, and is alive again ; 
he was lost, and is found. And they began to be 
merry. Now his elder son was in the field : and as he 
came and drew nigh to the house, he heard music and 
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dancing. And he called to him one of the servants, 
and inquired what these things might be. And he said 
unto him, Thy brother is come ; and thy father hath 
killed the fatted calf, because he hath received him safe 
and sound. But he was angry, and would not go in ; 
and his father came out, and entreated him. But he 
answered and said to his father, Lo, these many years 
do I serve thee, and I never transgressed a command- 
ment of thine : and yet thou never gavest me a kid, that 
I might niake merry with my friends : but when this 
thy son came, which hath devoured thy living with 
harlots, thou killedst for him the fatted calf. And he 
said unto him. Son, thou art ever with me, and all that 
is mine is thine. But it was meet to make merry and 
be glad : for this thy brother was dead, and is alive 
again ; and was lost, and is found. 

PRA YER. 

God, Thy mercy is very great. We have many 
faults, we do many things which are wrong. We grieve 
hearts that are kind to us, we cherish selfish thoughts, 
and we are not ashamed of these things as we ought to 
be, and our strivings against them are not as earnest as 
they ought to be ; but Thou, God, art very pitiful, 
and we are glad that Thy mercy is never clean gone. 
Give us hearts to feel and confess our faults, and to 
show our thankfulness for Thy mercy by watching 
and striving against our easily besetting sins. — " Our 
Father," &c. 
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SERMON. 

'* If we confess our sins, He is faithful and just to forgive us our 

sins." — Si, John, 

When people do wrong — old or young — they sometimes 
grieve themselves, sometimes they grieve their friends, 
sometimes they grieve their enemies, but whomsoever 
they grieve or do not grieve, they always grieve God. 
God is always sorry when people do wrong. People 
used to think that God had no tender feelings — that He 
was strong and could be angry, but was never pained 
or grieved. The poor heathen used to make gods, as 
they called them, which had neither power nor feeling, 
out of wood or stone. They gave them eyes, but their 
eyes never looked love and pity ; ears had they, but the 
ears could not hear the cry of a needy heart ; and hands 
had they, but they were quite useless — they could do 
nobody any good ; feet had they, but they could not go 
after the lost and bring them home, and all because they 
had no feelings — though it would appear that the people 
who ignorantly worshipped them did not always think 
so ; for I have read that they once severely punished 
one of them. Flowers and trees and crops were all 
dying for want of rain, and there would soon be no food 
for the people or for their cattle. So they prayed to 
their wooden god for rain, again and again. Then, as no 
rain came they dragged it out of its temple and gave it 
a sound thrashing ; and served it right. It had no feeling. 
A god without feeling is no god at all. And of course 
it cared no more for their thrashings than it had cared 
for their prayers. 

F 
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But the true God sees and hears and feels, just as a 
true shepherd does, and a true mother and a true father 
do : just as Jesus did. It makes a great difference to 
Him whether we are happy or miserable, whether we are 
good or naughty. When we are happy. He is glad ; 
but when we are naughty and miserable. He is very, 
very sorry. Then He is as Jesus was when he wept 
over Jerusalem. God does not weep, for He is a spirit ; 
but He is truly grieved, as Jesus was when He wept 
for grief, and this He does because He loves us. 

Then what are we to do when we have grieved God ? 
When you have done wrong and grieved a friend, what 
do you do ? — ^for God, whether He is pleased or grieved, 
is always your friend. If you are really sorry for what 
you have done, and wish you had not done it, you go to 
your friend and say all this, and kiss, or shake hands, 
and are happy friends. Something like that we have to 
do with God when we have wronged and grieved Him. 
When the prodigal was sorry, his father fell upon his 
neck and kissed him, and, as children would say, they 
were friends again. God is always " friends," though 
when we have done Him a wrong we cannot feel that He 
is ** friends" till we are sorry for the wrong. This is the 
Gospel of Jesus : "If we confess our sins, God is faithful 
and just to forgive us our sins," as only a friend will do. 

But people did not always know this. Before Jesus 
came into our world and taught us so, sinning people 
tised to think that God — as children would say — ^would 
*^pay them out" for grieving Him if they did not give 
Him something to ** make it up and get Him to be 
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friends again"! A very earnest man once asked, 
** Wherewith shall I come before the Lord ? Will the 
Lord be pleased with thousands of rams, or with ten 
thousands of rivers of oil?" Thousands of rams and 
rivers of oil! What a present for one man to give! 
But that was not all he thought of. Listen to him as 
he continues, ^* Shall I give my first-bom for my trans- 
gressions ? — the fruit of my body for the sin of my soul ?" 
which means, — Shall I sacrifice my little child to please 
God ? Shall I kill the pet of my home to get Him to 
"be friends" again? How very dreadful it sounds! 
Yet there were people who, because they had offended 
God, did actually kill their little children, and they 
thought that to do so was the only way to get Him to 
forgive them. Even the children of Israel once did 
so : ** They sacrificed their sons and their daughters, 
and shed innocent blood, even the blood of their sons 
and their daughters, whom they sacrificed unto the 
idols" (io6th Psalm). 

But we need not go so far away as the land where 
these people lived. Even in our own country, perhaps 
where we are now living, near to this very house, child- 
ren were sacrificed to please God. All lovely children 
should be glad they live in these Christian days, and 
not in the days when the Druids lived ; for in those 
days, when they wanted God to help them in a battle, 
or to send them rain, or to stay some dreadful plague 
from which men or cattle were dying, they would go to 
the house of some person whose son, perhaps, was the 
favourite in the whole district, and just because he was 
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the favourite, they would drag him away to their temple 
to kill him, the heart-broken father and mother follow- 
ing and weeping and wildly pleading and struggling; 
but all their cries and efforts would fail to save their 
boy. They would beg to die in his place if the priests 
would let them, just as your father and mother would 
do if it had been one of you who had been chosen. 
But they plead in vain, — it cannot be ; a child must be 
slain, the best beloved. So they bring the little fellow 
to the temple, strip him and bind him, and then with 
their sacred knife, amid his own shrieks and the help- 
less agony of his friends, they kill him. And all this, 
as they think, to please God, to get Him to forgive 
their sins and *'be friends'* again. 

All this was done in England before Jesus sent the 
good news of God, that God is always our friend, 
the friend of even sinners, and freely forgives all who 
are truly sorry for what they have done. Have we 
deceived ? have we taken what we should not ? have 
we told an untruth ? God is grieved. Have we been 
selfish, or unkind, or disobedient ? God is grieved. 
Still, the very moment we are grieved too, God is 
glad again. He is more quickly glad than He was 
grieved, for He delights to pardon, but He is sorry to 
be angry. 

That bright and happy multitude that John saw, 
which no man could number, were all once wrong- 
doers ; but they repented of their wrong, and con- 
fessed it, and heartily turned away from it, and were 
forgiven — tenderly, freely, joyfully forgiven. 




JESUS AND ANIMALS, 



SERVICE IX. 



HYMN. 



*Twas God Who made some bushes 

For ever green to be, 
And twined the leafy ivy 

Around the leafless tree. 

Did He, then, think of winter, 

And shelter for the bird ? 
Such thought is much like Jesus, 

And He is God, we've heard. 



And Jesus, too, has told us 
A sparrow is God*s care, 

And God is always thoughtful. 
And kindly everywhere. 

If, then, we would be children 
Of the dear God above, 

We must be kind and thoughtful. 
And do the works of love. 



Each tiny bird and insect 
Must have its little share ; 

For everything that liveth 
We must have tender care. 



LESSON.— Mark i. 1-13. 

The beginning of the Gospel of Jesus Christ, the Son 
of God. Even as it is written in Isaiah the prophet, 
Behold, I send My messenger before Thy face, who 
shall prepare Thy way ; the voice of one crying in the 
wilderness, Make ye ready the way of the Lord, make 
His path straight ; John came, who baptized in the 
wilderness and preached the baptism of repentance 
unto remission of sins. And there went out unto him 
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all the country of Judaea, and all they of Jerusalem ; 
and they were baptized of him in the river Jordan, con- 
fessing their sins. And John was clothed with camel's 
hair, and had a leathern girdle about his loins, and did 
eat locusts and wild honey. And he preached, saying, 
There cometh after me He that is mightier than I, the 
latchet of Whose shoes I am not worthy to stoop down 
and unloose. I baptized you with water ; but He shall 
baptize you with the Holy Ghost. And it came to pass 
in those days, that Jesus came from Nazareth of Galilee, 
and was baptized of John in the Jordan. And straight- 
way coming up out of the water, He saw the heavens 
rent asunder, and the Spirit as a dove descending upon 
Him : and a voice came out of the heavens. Thou art 
My beloved Son, in Thee I am well pleased. And 
straightway the Spirit driveth Him forth into the wilder- 
ness. And He was in the wilderness forty days tempted 
of Satan ; and He was with the wild beasts ; and the 
angels ministered unto Him. 

PR A YER. 

O God, our loving Friend, Who hast taught us how 
we ought to live, we have many things to do ; help us 
to do them, and to do them as we ought. May we love 
men and women and children, and be kind to the beasts 
of the field. We are glad that all children are Thine, 
but may we never forget that all cattle and birds, and 
even insects, are Thine too, and that we cannot please 
Thee if we are unkind to them. Help us to be kind to 
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everything for Th^ sake, for everything is Thine, and 
day by day may our hearts become more like the heart 
of Jesus. — ** Our Father," &c. 



SERMON. 

"And He was there in the wilderness forty days . . . with the wild 

beasts." — 5/. Mark. 

The most regal thing God has given us in all the 
many, many glorious gifts of His goodness is a heart — 
a heart to love with. Living, as we do, in a world 
where so much is thought of swords and guns, and 
metal crowns, and the kingdoms which such things 
win and rule, we almost naturally think little or 
nothing of the conquest of the heart and of the 
kingdom of love. Of course we have a heart ; every- 
body has a heart, and of course we must love with it ; 
but that it can do what guns and swords and thrones 
do, win a kingdom and rule it — that we do not so 
clearly see. Yet, my child, love is the crown of God ; 
He wears no other. Love is the throne of God ; 
amongst His creatures, with hearts at least. He sits 
on no other. And His kingdom is an everlasting 
kingdom only because all its subjects are subjects of 
love. 

We read in history of the young child of a king who, 
while his father was sleeping, lifted his father's crown 
to his own brow, and said, as he felt its rim pressing 
on his head, " Now I'm a king." Be this as it may, 
whenever you make any creature of God see your 
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love, when you lift your heart to your brow, you 
are putting your Father's crown upon your head — ^the 
crown of God. 

Now, let us see Jesus wearing His Father's crown 
and sitting in a kingdom of love. '* And immediately 
the Spirit driveth Him into the wilderness, and He 
was there in the wilderness forty days, and was with 
the wild beasts " — bears, hyenas, wolves, and lions ; 
for such were the wild beasts of that desert in His 
day. He was there five weeks, rather more, alone, 
without gun, or sling, or bow, or staff, and He spent 
all this time without one fear, and left at length 
alive and without one wound, without even one single 
scratch. How was this ? I think I know. To wild 
beasts God has given hearts ; He has made even them 
to know love. The she-wolf loves her whelps, and 
the lioness wails for the hunger of her cubs, and the 
bear turns a hero when defending his wife and home ; 
they have all hearts and are all capable of love, and 
Jesus, too, had a heart, and such a transcendent heart 
that the wild beasts could feel its spell. It gave them 
a new experience ; it cast out fear of man. They 
gladly yielded themselves to its charm, and bestowed 
in return their rude confidence and affection. They 
felt He wore the golden crown of love upon His 
brow, the crown of God, and they felt trust, reverence, 
and worship. And that is how it was that Jesus was 
with them unharmed. " Perfect love cast out fear." 

And what is there strange about this ? Conquests 
a little bit like this are often made by mere ordinary 
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men. I have heard of a sick man who, wanting to 
cheer and enliven his solitude, bought a canary, which 
was at first timid, but beginning to feel the charm 
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of its owner's heart, gently yielded to it, till timidity and 
fear were cast out, and pleasant signs of familiarity and 
delight came in their place. At length the door of the 
cage was thrown open for it to come out into the room. 
Cautiously it peered about, hopped on to the sill of its 
doorway, then back again. Then it dared to come out 
onto the table. Soon it would eat out of its owner's 
hand, then hop upon it, then fly to his shoulder, then 
flutter and twitter about his mouth in saucy search of 
a purposely hidden crumb, then perch upon his head 
and there sing in the rapture of fearless liberty. The 
timid creature first saw the mere glimmering of a ha»lo 
around its owner's brow, it saw it grow into the full 
glory of a crown of golden love, and then it yielded all 
its little body, soul, and strength in loyal love. God 
made it so, for He gave it heart. 

'* Oh, yes," you perhaps say; " but that was a canary, 
not a wild beast." Quite true : this man's power was 
undoubtedly a long way from the power of Jesus. But 
this is nearer. A few years ago there was a man who 
astonished the world with his marvellous power over 
horses. The very wildest of them, those that were 
mere savage beasts, became as enthusiastic to him as 
loyal people are to a king. Some of these had thrown 
their riders, trampled on them, torn them with their 
teeth, and were given up as utterly hopeless, and were 
allowed to live only for the sake of their splendid form 
and looks ; yet even these just yielded themselves to 
him like a playful kitten to a little child. There was 
one magnificent animal, a soldier's horse, which stood 
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chief amongst these terrible brutes. It was like the 
man living among the tombs we read of in the Gospels. 
No man could tame it, nor could it be bound. Its name 
was ** Cruiser," but it was also called *' Savage." Yet 
Mr. Rarey undertook to subdue it, and in spite of all 
warnings as to the risks he ran, had it turned loose in 
its stall, then without one fear, and with the calmness 
and dignity which is given by greatness of heart, he 
began his taming work. The extraordinary sight of 
his perfect love, raised in the mind of the horse an 
altogether new emotion. What had it to fear in him? 
Tamer and horse looked at each other, and their eyes 
met and told tales : the man's, of deep pity and love, 
the horse's, of losing fear, till the horse got fully to 
believe in the man ; the arms of their hearts met and 
clasped. At length the brute gently lay down at Mr. 
Rarey's bidding, and Mr. Rarey lay down on it like a 
fond child leaning on his brave big dog. No language 
can convey the intensity and entireness with which 
these two trusted one another. And the amazed soldiers 
gave the creature a new name, a redeemed name, they 
called it ''Darling." The word was wrung from them 
as, through tears of pure manly joy, they saw the very 
same kind of power binding those two which bound 
themselves to their baby child, and their baby child to 
them. And this name for the horse came unconsciously, 
just as when looking into the charmed and captivated 
baby'sface,the delighted exclamation, *' Darling! " sprang 
to their lips ; and some of them were heard to say, with 
more feeling than they cared to show, and for want of 
something better, ** God bless the brute !" 



78 Sunday Evenings with my Children. 



And what was it, my child, that was this tamer's 
marvellous strength ? It was his heart. He had lifted 
the Great Father's crown to his brow. The brute saw 
it, felt its charm, fell down before it, and worshipped. 
The kingship of love was within it, its King had come, 
and it was mere pleasure to obey. 

And this was, after all, only a peep into Paradise. The 
power of love has never changed from the beginning of 
the world. Unfallen man was with wild beasts in 
the Garden of Eden. In the lovely old story of the 
Bible, when Adam was " very good," his life was as 
safe as Christ's. He is pictured surrounded with bears, 
tigers, wolves, and lions ; his breastplate, shield, and 
sword, and all his defence, his heart. His sceptre, 
throne, and crown — all we mean by right and power 
to rule, these were his heart. And the love he gave he 
received in return. And when a true man came again, 
a God-like man, and they saw Him, they worshipped 
Him, as of old. 

Does all this seem past believing ? or you say, " Oh, 
that all happened ages and ages ago!" Well, it did, 
and I admit we should fare very badly if left forty 
days and forty nights with wild beasts in a wilderness. 
Though Jesus returned from His sojourn without so 
much as a scratch of a paw, I fear we should not return 
at all. ^^Woe is us," as the prophet cried, ^Hhe crown 
has fallen from our head ! " But this is also true ; if 
wild beasts could but see and feel in us, without any 
manner of doubt, what they saw and felt in Jesus, we 
should spend our forty days and nights, just as He did, 
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without either excitement or peril. But it is useless to 
think of such an achievement as that. We must begin 
at the beginning. We must do the little first. We can 
be kings in an easier kingdom, among animals not 
far from us, and already friendly to us. By kindness to 
the most familiar creature, the royal heart will grow in 
us. It was growing in the boy who, seeing a helpless 
mother goose in fear of a hawk hovering in the air 
ready to swoop down on her flock of little ones to seize 
one and devour it, stopped on his way, defended the 
helpless things, and drove the hawk away. The grate- 
ful fowl, as she looked up to him, would at least feel his 
heart a royal heart ; for animals everywhere retain this 
simple faith : " Kind hearts are more than coronets." 
I once heard of the driver of a dray saying, *^That 
horse, sir, would pull till it pulled down St. PauPs, if 
I told it to." That driver was a true king in his own 
little kingdom, and he had a noble and loyal subject. 

God has put the animal world ^* under us" by giving 
us larger hearts than theirs. But we may rule in the 
kingdom of the lash, instead of in the kingdom of the 
heart, with a black crown of terror, not a bright 
crown of love. With the lash and terror, we are 
usurpers and tyrants; with heart and love we are the 
rightful sons and daughters of the most High. The 
divinest thing the world has yet seen, or will ever see, 
is the influence of one living heart upon another. 



SIMPLICITY AND GOD'S GOODNESS 



SERVICE X. 



HYMN. 



Thy home is with the humble, Lord, 
The simplest are the best ; 

Thy lodging is in child-like hearts : 
Thou makest there Thy rest. 



Dear Comforter ! Eternal love ! 

If Thou wilt stay with me, 
Of lowly thoughts and simple ways 

I'll build a home for Thee. 



Who made this beating heart of mine 
But Thou, my heavenly Guest ? 

Let no one have it, then, but Thee, 
And let it be Thy rest. 



LESSON. — John ix. i-ii. 

And as He passed by, He saw a man blind from 
his birth. And His disciples asked Him, saying, 
Rabbi, who did sin, this man, or his parents, that he 
should be born blind ? Jesus answered. Neither did 
this man sin, nor his parents : but that the works of 
God should be made manifest in him. We must work 
the works of Him that sent Me, while it is day : the 
night cometh, when no man can work. When I am 
in the world, I am the light of the world. When He 
had thus spoken. He spat on the ground, and made 

G 
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clay of the spittle, and anointed his |eyes with the clay, 
and said unto him, Go, wash in the pool of Siloam 
(which is by interpretation. Sent). He went away 
therefore, and washed, and came seeing. The neigh- 
bours therefore, and they which saw him aforetime, 
that he was a beggar, said. Is not this he that sat and 
begged ? Others said. It is he : others said. No, but 
he is like him. He said, I am he. They said there- 
fore unto him, How then were thine eyes opened ? He 
answered. The man that is called Jesus made clay, and 
anointed mine eyes, and said unto me. Go to Siloam, 
and wash : so I went away and washed, and I received 
sight. 

PRAYER. 

O God, we are young and know very little, yet we 
like to pray to Thee. We have not seen Thee, but 
Jesus has taught us how wise and kind and good Thou 
art, and our hearts have come to love Thee. We 
cannot speak to the kings of the earth, but we can 
speak to Thee, the King of Glory ; for we believe in 
Thy pity for us, and we are not afraid of Thy greatness. 
May we never forget Thee, and often, every day, may 
we be made glad by bright thoughts of Thee. — ** Our 
Father," &c. 

SERMON. 

** If any man lack wisdom, let him ask of God, Who givcth liberally and 

upbraideth not." — St. James. 

The Bible says, " If any man lack wisdom, let him ask 
of God, Who giveth liberally and upbraideth not." This 
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seems to me a little people's text, written to encourage 
little people to pray. Let me tell you a story that will 
help you to see how nice a text this is. One day there 
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was much crying in a little cottage in Devonshire, in 
which there lived a woman and her four little children. 
The woman had no husband, nor had the children any 
father, for he had died some time before. Since he had 
died they had been very, very poor, for there was now 
no one to earn the money to pay for what the family 
needed, only the mother ; and, do what she could, poor 
thing, she could scarcely earn enough to pay for food 
for their hunger. Well, as I just now said, one day 
there was much weeping in this poor family. The 
cottage they lived in was not their own ; they had to 
pay money, called rent, for it — a few shillings every 
week. It belonged to the duke, who was the owner of 
all the cottages and all the land round about, and who 
lived in the great house in the beautiful park not far 
away. Now, the duke employed a man to collect his 
rents, and this man went round from cottage to cottage 
once every week and took the money that the people 
in the cottages gave him to the bank. So, among the 
rest, he called on this poor woman wth her four little 
children, and she had paid him as long as she could, 
but one week she had no more money and could pay 
him no longer. So he called again next week, but she 
could not pay, for she had still no money. So the man 
told her she must leave the cottage, and that was why 
they were all crying, for they had nowhere else to go. 
The mother cried, and the children cried; they all 
cried. What could they do ? No money, no food, no 
home, no friends. 

Now, Harry, the eldest child, was just ten. He was a 
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good boy with a brave heart ; and without saying a word 
to anybody, he made up his mind to go and see the 
duke himself, and tell him about his mother; for he 
thought the duke would let his mother stop in the 
cottage, though she was too poor to pay the rent. 
He had never spoken to the duke, but he did not 
think of anything save his poor mother. So away he 
trudged. For a moment, as he passed through the big 
park gates, he felt just a little timid, but thoughts of his 
mother soon made him strong again. When he came 
up to the door of the great house, and was about to 
pull the bell, he almost lost heart; but love of his mother 
triumphed again, and he rang it. The butler, who 
opened the door, stood astonished and almost angry, 
as he saw a poor lad at the front door of a duke's 
house ; but he could not be altogether angry when he 
saw the face of the boy. What was the matter with 
him ? ** Please, sir, I want to see the duke." 

** See the duke!" exclaimed the surprised butler; 
" what ^oyou want with the duke ?" 

Harry told the butler, and finished up with ** Oh, 
do tell him, sir," in such tones that he could not find in 
his heart to send the boy away. So the butler went to 
the duke, and told him that a little boy from the village 
wanted to see him ; and the duke bade him bring the 
boy in. Now, as the butler and Harry were going 
along the passage to the duke's room, the butler told 
Harry that he must not speak to the duke as he would 
speak to other people. *' You must say * Your Grace,'" 
said the butler. 
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The next moment the boy felt happy, for he was in 
the duke's room, and there before him was the kind, 
smiling face of the duke himself. As soon as he saw 
the duke, almost before the door was shut behind him, 
Harry stood still, put both his hands up before his face, 
reverently bent his head, and repeated, ** For what we 
are about to receive the Lord make us truly thankful." 
As he spoke, Harry's feelings got the better of him, and 
the last words were almost drowned in sobs. Before 
the poor lad had finished the kind duke had risen from 
his chair, and, coming to him, said in a surprised yet 
encouraging tone, *' What is all this about, my boy?" 
Then Harry dried his tears, and explained that the 
man at the door had told him to " say his grace," and 
how his mother was poor and could not pay the rent, 
and was to be turned out of her house, and had nowhere 
else to go. ^* Go home, my boy," said the duke, much 
affected by the boy and his statement, and putting his 
hand on the boy's head, ** and tell your mother I'm 
glad she trains her children to say grace, and she shall 
not be turned out. I'll see to it, tell her." 

Now, that little boy's prayer to the duke was just the 
kind of prayer God likes to hear from us : it was wholly 
sincere. Harry lacked wisdom. He was very ignorant 
of the ways of a duke's house. He was altogether 
wrong in saying his grace, but his ignorance and 
blunder were all nothing in the sight of the duke. The 
duke's heart felt for the boy, and it was a joy to him to 
feel for him. What did it matter that in speaking to 
the duke he ought to have said the very words ** Your 
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Grace," and not what he did say, his grace before 
meat ? What did it matter that the boy seemed em- 
barrassed ? Was he angry with the boy's awkwardness 
and folly? No, my dear child, he was too good a man 
for that. He was deeply touched with a feeling of the 
little fellow's infirmities. He felt to love him for his 
childish simplicity. The heart of the duke understood 
the heart of the child. 

Now, here is a picture of true prayer. It is asking 
for what we really do want, want with our whole heart, 
and it is what the best things in us want. It was not 
the boy's selfishness that asked. Self-forgetfulness and 
the love of others, these were the beauty of his prayer, 
and it is the same things in us which God delights to 
honour. Then, the duke is a picture of the God to 
Whom we pray , only , for largeness and kindness, his heart 
was in no way equal to the heart of God, for God's 
heart is far greater than the greatest of men's hearts. 
His love understands our prayers, pray we never so 
foolishly. We need not be afraid of going into our 
bedrooms, shutting the door, and telling God what is in 
our heart, however simple, however ignorant, however 
foolish the words of our prayers may be. ** If any lack 
wisdom," says the Bible, never mind that, *' ask of God, 
Who giveth liberally and upbraideth not." We may feel 
too ashamed of what we are thinking to say it before 
men, for fear they will lecture us ; but never mind, 
says the Bible, God will not lecture you, ** He up- 
braideth not." Perhaps if the butler had been in the 
room when poor Harry was saying, ** For what we are 
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about to receive the Lord make us truly thankful," he 
would have stopped him, and been vexed, and have 
spoken sharply to him for what would have seemed 
his silly mistake. But the duke did not do so. He 
had too fine a soul, too large a heart for that. And 
the Bible teaches us that God's heart is too large to 
be vexed by our simplicity and ignorance. If we ask, 
like Harr}% with our whole heart, like the kind duke, 
" God giveth liberally and upbraideth not." 



SELFISHNESS. 

SERVICE XI. 



HYMN. 



Christian children must be holy, 
Serving God from day to day ; 

Never is the time too early 
For a Christian to obey. 

He Who is our great example 
Let no moment run to loss ; 

Not one precious hour He wasted 
From the cradle to the Cross. 



Soon He sorrowed, soon He suffered. 

We must meek and gentle be, 
Little pain and childish trial 

Ever bearing patiently. 

Soon He showed a Son's obedience; 

We must early learn to do 
Not our own will, but our Father's, 

And be found obedient too. 



LESSON. — Luke x. 25-37. 
And behold, a certain lawyer stood up and tempted 
Him, saying. Master, what shall I do to inherit eternal 
life ? And He said unto him, What is written in the 
law ? how readest thou ? And he answering said. Thou 
shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy heart, and with 
all thy soul, and with all thy strength, and with all thy 
mind ; and thy neighbour as thyself. And He said 
unto him. Thou hast answered right : this do, and thou 
shalt live. But he, desiring to justify himself, said unto 
Jesus, And who is my neighbour ? Jesus made answer 
and said, A certain man was going down from Jeru- 
salem to Jericho ; and he fell among robbers, which 
both stripped him and beat him, and departed, leaving 
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him half dead. And by chance a certain priest was 
going down that way : and when he saw him, he 
passed by on the other side. And in like manner a 
Levite also, when he came to the place, and saw him, 
passed by on the other side. But a certain Samaritan, 
as he journeyed, came where he was : and when he 
saw him, he was moved with compassion, and came 
to him, and bound up his wounds, pouring on them oil 
and wine ; and he set him on his own beast, and 
brought him to an inn, and took care of him. And 
on the morrow he took out two pence, and gave 
them to the host, and said, Take care of him ; and 
whatsoever thou spendest more, I, when I come back 
again, will repay thee. Which of these three, thinkest 
thou, proved neighbour unto him that fell among the 
robbers? And he said. He that .shewed mercy on him. 
And Jesus said unto him. Go, and do thou likewise. 

PRA YER. 

O God, our Father, when we were very young we 
could not think of others, only of ourselves ; but now 
we can think of others, and Jesus has taught us that 
we ought to think of them as often and as kindly as we 
think of ourselves. Help us, O God, to obey Jesus, and 
thus to do what we ought to do till we love to do it. 
Give us better and better hearts. Save us from the sin 
and misery of selfishness. May our greatest pleasures 
come from kindness to others, and may the greatest plea- 
sure of everybody come from kindnesses to one another. 
Help us, O God, for Jesus' sake. — ** Our Father," &c. 



Selfishness. 




Now, I want you to go down with me into Wales, to one 
of its mountain villages, and there to visit a large mound 
in the village graveyard. Many are the mounds which 
are just like this ; some are near, in the same church- 
yard, and some, many more than are here, are in the 
churchyards of other villages and towns. From the 
spot where we are standing we can see lovely valleys 
and mountains, some of the fairest parts of God's 
beautifal world ; but I do not want you to look around, 
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but to look down, down at this mound, which is a huge 
grave, and to think of boys and men whose bodies, 
shattered and crushed and burnt, lie buried below. By 
this mound I want you to stand awhile, for it is one of 
the best places in the world for you to study the course 
of selfishness, and to learn how really horrid and wicked 
is a selfish heart. 

The men and boys that lie buried beneath these 
mounds were colliers. The coal we burn in our fires 
is found down deep in the earth. Men sink a hole, like 
a great chimney — ^which they call a shaft — down into it, 
and from the bottom of this deep hole they work away 
in long, low, narrow passages, into which the light of 
the sun cannot come, and which, of course, are pitch 
dark. It is in these black places the men work, cutting 
the coal and sending it along the passages in trucks to 
the bottom of the shaft, where it is hauled up to the top; 
so at their work they have to have lamps to see by. Now, 
sometimes gas comes out of the coal, which, if it comes 
against a flame, catches fire, and goes off* with a bang 
and kills like a gun; so the lamps, whilst letting light 
out, must not let the gas in, for else at the flame of the 
lamp the gas would catch fire and explode like gun- 
powder, blowing up the coal mine, and scorching, 
crushing, and killing the workmen in it. There is a 
clever little lamp, called the Davy lamp, which just 
meets the case. The workmen can see by it, and, if 
they will never open it, the gas cannot get alight by it; 
but if it is opened, and the gas just then happens to 
come, it is terrible — men and boys are blown to pieces 
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or buried alive. And yet, what do you think? There are 
workmen who will open it. And for what do you think 
they open it? To light their pipes ! to enjoy a smoke ! 
The foreman locks the lamp, but these men get keys 
made oi their own. They know that they are breaking 
the laws of man and of God, and risking their own lives 
and the lives of their comrades, and yet they can find 
in their hearts to do it; and every now and again the 
newspapers, filled with the terrible tidings of ** An 
explosion in a coal mine,** tell of the havoc wrought 
by such men. And all this comes from selfishness and 
a want of a fine conscience. 

Look at one of them. He unlocks the lamp, inserts 
his pipe to the flame, draws and lights, then shuts the 
lamp again, sits down and enjoys his smoke. What 
harm ? says he. Nobody is the worse, and not even the 
foreman knows. So another day he does it again, and 
then he does it again. At length he does it for the last 
time. He unlocks the lamp, puts his pipe to the flame, 
and— ^what is the matter ? His pipe ! his pipe is ablaze! 
the lamp is ablaze ! the place is ablaze ! It thunders. 
The roof falls, the floor rises. He is scorched, crushed 
— dead. This time the gas is there, and it has exploded 
and killed him and a hundred comrades. It has all 
been the work of a second ! One second living, well, 
busy at their work; the next, massacred and buried. 

The gas still burns ; the flames rush along the 
pitway, till, leaping up the shaft, they go out into the 
air to tell the sad tale of death to hundreds of startled, 
weeping wives and children. The pit has exploded ! 
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Their husbands and fathers are buried in a burning 
grave. You would think when once such an accident 
had happened, it would never, never have the chance of 
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happening again ; lamps would never again be opened ; 
pipes in such a place would never again be lighted. But 
it is not so ; the same thing is constantly occurring. 
Selfishness never learns. It is a detestable thing that 
fears neither God nor man. It cannot be converted ; it 
must be destroyed. In you and in me, and in everybody 
else, it must be trampled under foot, completely stamped 
out, if we would ever be either good, or beautiful, or 
blessed. 

The fire having been put out, a party went into the 
ruined pit, dug out the mangled bodies of the boys and 
men, and buried them beneath the mound in the church- 
yard, where we have now been to learn a deeper hatred 
of selfishness, and warmer faith in the Jesus Who comes 
to make war against it, till He has put it all down. 



WEAKNESS. AND ITS POWER OVER 

GOODNESS. 



SERVICE XII. 



HYMN. 



When, His salvation bringing, 

To Zion Jesus came, 
The children all stood singing 

** Hosanna ** to His name. 
Nor did their zeal offend Him, 

But as He rode along 
He let them still attend Him, 

And smiled to hear their song. 



And since the Lord retaineth 

His love for children still — 
Though now as King He reigneth 

On Zion*s heavenly hill — 
WeUl flock around His banner 

Who sits upon the throne, 
And cry aloud, Hosanna 

To David's royal Son. 



For should we fail proclaiming 

Our great Redeemer's praise, 
The stones, our silence shaming, 

Would their hosannas raise. 
But shall we only render 

The tribute of our words ? 
No ; while our hearts are tender, 

They too shall be the Lord's. 



LESSON. — Matt, xviii. i-6, lo. 

In that hour came the disciples unto Jesus, saying, 
Who then is greatest in the kingdom of heaven ? And 
He called to Him a little child, and set him in the 
midst of them, and said. Verily I say unto you, Except 
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ye turn, and become as little children, ye shall in na 
wise enter into the kingdom of heaven. Whosoever 
therefore shall humble himself as this little child, the 
same is the greatest in the kingdom of heaven. And 
whoso shall receive one such little child in My name 
receiveth Me : but whoso shall cause one of these little 
ones which believe on Me to stumble, it is profitable 
for him that a great millstone should be hanged about 
his neck, and that he should be sunk in the depth of 
the sea. See that ye despise not one of these little 
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high in the clouds. Enormous mountains have been 
made into mountains by steam. Some mountains have 
a hole in the top, through which what is beneath them 
comes out. These are called volcanoes, and they show 
that the power which lifts them up is steam, steam 
inside the earth, very much like that you see coming 
out of the spout of a boiling kettle. So steam is 
terribly strong : so strong that but for the holes of 
the volcanoes letting some of it out there is no saying 
what it might not do: perhaps it would burst the world. 
Certainly it makes dreadful earthquakes, and many are 
the towns that earthquakes have destroyed, throwing 
down the houses and killing the people. But after 
all there is a power stronger than steam, and that 
power is God. 

But even man is stronger than steam, for he is a tiny 
bit like God. It is steam that moves the engine, but it 
is man that tells it when to go and where to go — how 
slow and how fast. Still, there is something stronger 
than man, something which masters him just as he 
masters steam ; something which tells him when to go 
and where to go, how slow and how fast, and makes 
him obey it. That something is love. What a wonder- 
ful thing love is ! The almighty power of the world is 
love, for God is love. Let us see it at its work. There 
was a sea captain in command of an English vessel 
lying at one of the quays in Alexandria, many, many 
hundreds of miles away from his English home in 
London. He had left in that home a wife and one 
child, a little invalid, named Lucy. One day when he 

H 2 



loo Sunday Evenings with my C/iildreft. 

was on the ship at Alexandria they brought him a letter. 
It was a telegram from England. He opened it leisurely, 
thinking it was an ordinar}- message from his employers 
at home. But soon his bewildered look and pale face 
told that it was a message which had deeply distressed 
him. This is what the telegram said : — ** My dear, I 
think it right to tell you that Lucy is worse." The 
man was miserable. No time must be lost in getting 
his ship away. At ^nce, all was bustle and scuffle on 
board ; all hands got orders which made them work 
their hardest. As the ship was already past her time 
to start, the sorrowful father gave orders to ** clear 
away." Goods not on Tboard were left. Passengers 
not on board heard the sudden sharp ring of the bell, 
and flew to their places. Hurried farewells were spoken 
by parting friends. Officers, sailors— all rushed from 
duty to duty amazed at the pace of their captain's com- 
mands ; and, in a time which seemed incredibly short, 
the lading was finished, the ship loosed from her moor- 
ing, out of the harbour, and at their greatest speed the 
mighty engines were driving her away to sea. Engineer, 
helmsman, cabin-boy, everybody wondered what in the 
world had happened. Whatever could be the matter ! 
They did not know that into their captain's heart had 
entered those dreadful words, "Lucy's worse." Would 
that it had been anybody else than his poor, frail Lucy ! 
Oh, the anguish of the thought — she might be dead 
before he could reach home ! He rushed to his cabin, 
threw himself on his sofa, hid his face, and sobbed as 
though his poor heart would break. The wind arose 
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and the waves rolled mountains high, but amid all the 
storm he kept the ship to her course and her speed. 
" We had better put back into the port for the night," 
thought some, but not so poor Lucy's father. The ship 
tossed and rolled and struggled through the storm. 
Malta was reached ; but, to the moment, Malta was 
left again. Why this uncommon haste ? thought the 
Malta workers as they put cargo on board. Why ? It 
was those dreadful words, " Lucy is worse." The soldiers 
on the rock at Gibraltar and the lighthouse-man on 
Point Finisterre, as the ship passed them, wondered 
at the rate at which it passed out of the range of their 
glasses. ** She must have splendid engines," said one. 
But it was not the engines, nor the steam alone that 
made her glide so swiftly along, it was the fact that 
Lucy was worse. Away, away steamed the ship up 
the Channel, through the Dover Straits, round the Nore 
Light, up the Thames, till London was seen, the port 
reached, and the ship moored, and that very moment 
the captain was gone. His long-tried heart could wait 
not one moment longer. He was gone to his home 
and poor Lucy's room. Next day the papers announced 
the Wentworthj from Alexandria, as having had bad 
weather, but having made the quickest voyage on 
record. They did not add the reason; had they done so 
it would have been a short sentence about a frail child — 
" Lucy's worse." 

Yes, it was the captain's love for his sick child 
that hurried the sailors, hard drove the engines, 
forced on the ship, braved the howling storm, and 
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ploughed the thousands of miles of sea quicker than 
ever ship had ploughed them before. So you see 
how that captain's loving heart was stronger than the 
steam, and mastered the steam, and made it his slave. 
But was there not something stronger than that captain's 
heart ? Yes, indeed ; for if his heart was stronger than 
the steam because it mastered the steam and made it 
do what it wished, there was some power stronger than 
his heart, because his heart was mastered by that. And 
what was this power ? You know what it was ; it was 
a fragile little child, Lucy. The words, ** Lucy's worse'' 
had done it all. Yes, Lucy was master of the brave 
captain's heart. So, as steam seems to be the strongest 
thing in the world and a man's heart can master steam, 
and a fragile child can master a man's heart, I think 
the strongest power in all the world is a fragile child. 
In every loving home the strongest life is the tiny 
baby ; it rules and enslaves the hearts of all, and in 
its sad hours of sickness its power is strongest arid 
its slaves are made most willing. Weakness is there- 
fore the power that rules over love. And the Bible 
tells us that ** God is love," and that each of us is 
God's child, and God's fragile child, and our weakness 
rules His love. While He loves the strong and gleeful 
angels. He reserves His tenderest, most pitiful care for 
the frail child on earth. ** He knoweth our frame. He 
remembereth that we are dust." 

And for love of us He manages all His world, as 
Lucy's father, for love of Lucy, managed his crew and 
his ship. 
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SERVICE XIII. 



HYMN. 



Lord ! when through sin I wander 

So very far from Thee, 
I think in some far country 

Thy sinless home must be ; 
But when with earnest sorrow 

I pray Thee to forgive, 
Thy pardon is so perfect 

That in Thy heaven I live. 



That heaven so surrounds me 

That when I do the right, 
The saddest path of duty 

Is lightened by its light. 
I know not what the glories 

Before Thy throne must be, 
But here Thy smiling presence 

Is heaven on earth to me. 



To love the right, and do it. 

Is to my heart so sweet, 
* It makes the path of duty 

A shining golden street 
Within Thy heavenly kingdom. 

Lord, let me never stray ; 
Then heaven within, about me, 

Shall compass all my way. 

LESSON. — Matt. vi. 5-8, 26-30. 

And when ye pray, ye shall not be as the hypocrites : 
for they love to stand and pray in the synagogues and 
in the corners of the streets, that they may be seen of 
men. Verily I say unto you, They have received their 
reward. But thou, when thou prayest, enter into thine 
inner chamber, and having shut thy door, pray to thy 
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Father which is in secret, and thy Father which seeth 
in secret shall recompense thee. And in praying use 
not vain repetitions, as the Gentiles do : for they think 
that they shall be heard for their much speaking. Be 
not therefore like unto them : for your Father knoweth 
what things ye have need of, before ye ask Him. 
Behold the birds of the heaven, that they sow not, 
neither do they reap, nor gather into barns ; and your 
heavenly Father feedeth them. Are not ye of much 
more value than they ? And which of you by being 
anxious can add one cubit unto his stature ? And why 
are ye anxious concerning raiment ? Consider the lilies 
of the field, how they grow ; they toil not, neither do 
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they spin : yet I say unto you, that even Solomon in all 
his glory was not arrayed like one of these. But if 
God doth so clothe the grass of the field, which to-day 
is, and to-morrow is cast into the oven, shall He not 
much more clothe you, O ye of little faith ? 

PRA YER. 
God, we are taught that Thou canst see us 
everywhere, night and day, and that Thou dehghtest to 
see us happy and good ; and when we are miserable, or 
have done wrong, Thou art truly grieved. Help us to 
do what is right and good, and make us glad to think 
that such things do always please Thee. Thou art far 
more ready to find out what is good in us than are 
our dearest friends, for Thou art hke Jesus. We are 
therefore glad that Thou canst see us, and we pray Thee 
to help us to do what we ought, for Jesus Christ's sake. 
— " Our Father," &c. 
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SERMO}J. 

*'Thou God seest me." — Hagar, 

The loving apostle John speaks to us much about our 
sin, and I think it requires one who is very loving to talk 
to us wisely about sin ; for God is love, and God it is 
Who feels most deeply the pain and the shame of sin. 
One thing that John says is, ** If we say we have no 
sin we deceive ourselves/' And as all deceivers are 
sooner or later found out, men who say they are not 
sinners, and perhaps fancy themselves rather good, 
must sooner or later find their own deception out. 

But though wrong-doers sometimes deceive them- 
selves, and sometimes deceive other people, they never 
can deceive God ; and I want you to feel that that is 
the happiest thing of all. Perhaps when you have 
sometimes done wrong, you have tried to hide it, for 
you have thought what a dreadful thing it would be if, 
say, your father or mother should know of it. Adam 
felt like that when he had sinned against God, and 
went and hid himself among the trees of the garden, 
for he thought in himself it would be a dreadful thing 
if God should know the wrong thing he had done. But 
it was impossible for Adam to hide from God. God 
saw him sin, saw his shame at what he had done, 
saw his fear, saw him go away from the bright open 
glade in which was his home, saw him rush along the 
narrow path, saw him in that retired, dark thicket of 
Eden, miserable and alone, sitting down to ciy. Yes, 
God saw it all ; and though poor Eve might wonder 
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where Adam was, God knew. Adam had sinned, 
but he had not, he could not, either sin himself 
or hide himself out of the sight of God, or out of the 
love of God. So by this early story of sin, the Bible 
teaches us is, that, from whomsoever else we can hide, 
we cannot hide from God. And this is a more glorious 
fact. Whoever turns us off for doing them wrong, 
and won't be friends with us any more, God will not 
do so, for did not God seek Adam — seek him when he 
had foolishly run away to hide, and seek him to forgive 
him and make him good again ? A fact, delightful 
beyond the power of words to tell, is the fact that we 
cannot hide anything whatever from God. And all 
the world will live, like Adam, to be heartily glad that 
it can neither hide itself nor its sin from God. 

Now let me show you by a story what a good thing 
it is to be seen by God. 

I have read of a man crossing the sea who was fond 
of sitting on a certain pleasant but unsafe part of the 
ship. The sailors had almost forbidden him the place, 
and had fully warned him of its danger ; but he con- 
tinued to have his own way. At length there was heard 
a loud thud and splash from that part of the ship, and 
a cry rang from stem to stern, " A man overboard ! a 
man overboard!** 

All on deck starting to their feet, rushed to the 
place where the splash was heard, to behold in the 
foaming wake of the ship a man struggling for his life. 
The engineer stopped his engines, the sailors rushed 
to a boat which hung at the ship's side, loosened its 
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ropes, threw themselves into it, and, almost quicker 
than it takes to tell, lowered it to the water and bent 
their oars to their strongest strain ; for not a second 
was to be lost. Swiftly they made their way towards the 
unfortunate man, whom the ship by this time had left 
a long way behind. Meanwhile, having thrown himself 
upon his back, he was now floating on the water. 
When the boat at length reached him, strong arms 
stretched out to grasp him, and in a moment he was 
lifted over the gunwale into the boat. The man was 
saved. Now, what I want you to notice is that the 
men who saved him were the very sailors who had 
warned him. You cannot suppose a man in such 
position as that man in the water trying to hide himself 
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away from sight: he would only be too thankiul to 
be seen. But suppose that when he fell overboard it 
had happened to be night, with no moon, and not a 
star to shed a guiding ray — then he would not have 
been seen, the darkness would have hidden him, and the 
men anxious to save him could not have found him. So, 
after a little struggling, he must have sunk down 
into the sea and have been drowned. To have been 
hidden would have been a dreadful thing for him. But 
if sinners could hide from God that would be a still 
more dreadful thing to them. So let lis be glad 
there is no chance whatever of such a danger. All 
the secrets of our hearts are open to God, and dark- 
ness and light are both alike to Him. 

It so happened that in that foolish man's accident, 
the very best men to see it were just the men whose 
warnings he had not heeded, and whose express wishes 
he had so often disobeyed. Those men might have 
said, *' Oh, let him alone ; it's his own fault. We 
warned him." And that would have been true; but their 
counsels and warnings were more than merely trut^ 
they were kind^ and the same kind hearts that first 
prompted their lips to speak counsels and warnings, 
next prompted their feet to run to the boats, and their 
arms to strain at the oars on their mission to save. 

Now, God's warnings and counsels about sin are 
not only true, they are also kind; and the very same 
kindness which prompts Him to plead with us not to 
be hard-hearted and untruthful, or selfish, or impure, 
when we have neglected His pleadings, and by self-will 
and disobedience have brought the soul into danger. 
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prompts Him to run to rescue us. The first work of 
His love is to warn against sin ; the next is to seek and 
to save from its deadly effects. 

What I want you to see now is what a dreadful thing 
it would be if we could ever hide ourselves from God. 
I fear many people don't think so. They think it a 
dreadful thing that God sees them sin. But they are 
all wrong, painfully wrong. It is one of the best and 
brightest of truths that God knows all, God sees all, 
God feels all. And so when we confess our sins to God, 
it is not that He may know about them — He knows 
all very well. It is that our own hearts may solemnly 
look at them and become ashamed of them. 

Then God, knowing all things, knows when we wish 
for help — His help. The sailors knew that the dis- 
obedient man was sorry now, and would be willing 
enough to have their ser\'ices to save him. And God 
knows when we want help. God sees us in prayer, as 
they saw the man struggling in the sea. Earnest prayer 
is struggling for life. It says, **We want help; Lord, 
save.'' 

And God, too, forgives sinners, even as those poor 
sailors forgave the disobedient man, and they were 
heartily glad when their outstretched arms clasped 
his, and they were lifting him over the gunwale into 
their boat. But God is still more forgiving than man. 
He never cherishes revenge ; He delights in mercy. 
One sincere cry, ** Forgive," and all is forgiven. Dear 
children, always rejoice that the all-seeing God is on 
your side. No folly, no sin can separate you from the 
gaze of His pitying love. 
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unto them, Which of you shall have an ass or an ox 
fallen into a well, and will not straightway draw him up 
on a Sabbath day ? And they could not answer again 
unto these things. And He spake a parable unto those 
which were bidden, when He marked out how they 
chose out the chief seats ; saying unto them, When thou 
art bidden of any man to a marriage feast, sit not down 
in the chief seat ; lest haply a more honourable man 
than thou be bidden of him, and he that bade thee and 
him' shall come and say to thee. Give this man place ; 
and then thou shalt begin with shame to take the lowest 
place. But when thou art bidden, go and sit down in 
the lowest place ; that when he that hath bidden thee 
Cometh, he may say to thee, Friend, go up higher : then 
shalt thou have glory in the presence of all that sit at 
meat with thee. For every one that exalteth himself 
shall be humbled ; and he that humbleth himself shall 
be exalted. And He said to him also that had bidden 
Him, When thou makest a dinner or a supper, call not 
thy friends, nor thy brethren, nor thy kinsmen, nor rich 
neighbours ; lest haply they bid thee again, and a recom- 
pense be made thee. But when thou makest a feast, 
bid the poor, the maimed, the lame, the blind : and thou 
shalt be blessed ; because they have not wherewith to 
recompense thee : for thou shalt be recompensed in the 
resurrection of the just. 

PRA YBR. 

O God, our lives are in Thy keeping. Thou dost 
daily and nightly save us from death. It is Thy good- 
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ness which makes the earth yield us our food, the sun 
our light, and the air our breath. It is also by Thy 
thoughtfulness and care the world, is so full of beauty 
and of love. Thou hast made its flowers and fruits and 
lovely days and its dear friends ; and we look to Thee 
to keep us from the dangers which aff'ect our souls, 
from evil words and deeds and thoughts, from untruth- 
fulness, from selfishness, from unkindness, and from 
all hardness of heart. We are Thy children ; O God, 
defend us.— '* Our Father,'^ &c. 

SERMON. 

** Let those that trust in Thee rejoice, because Thou defendest them." — 

King David, 

'* Let those that trust in Thee rejoice, because Thou 
defendest them.'* This is my text just now. It is one 
of the many beautiful things which David said when 
he thought of his God. 

When men travel through forests where wild beasts, 
like lions and tigers, roam about in search of prey, they 
carry with them fire-arms ; and when, at night, they lie 
down in their forest tent to sleep, they light a fire near 
its door, and then sleep in safety ; for wild beasts don't 
like fire, and keep away from it ; so the gun is a defender 
by day and the fire by night. And when kings travel 
about in a country where they have enemies, soldiers 
travel with them — soldiers before them, soldiers behind 
them, and soldiers on either side of them — ^with swords 
by their sides, which they will draw against any man 

I 2 
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who dares to threaten the life of their king; and at 
night, when the king lies down to sleep, they camp 
round about him, keeping unsleeping watch, and thus, 
day and night, soldiers are his defenders. 

And when an army comes against the loved homes 
of brave men to kill the wives and children, the brave 
men go out and meet the army to fight it and drive it 
back again. They are the passionate defenders of their 
homes. Sometimes the brave men are beaten in the 
fight and killed, and then their homes are captured and 
destroyed, and their poor wives and families are put to 
death, because their defenders are dead. 

And this spirit of defence is almost as common among 
the lower creatures as among men. I have heard of a 
hawk swooping from its course in the sky down towards 
some little chickens that were scratching about by their 
mother's side, to seize one of them, soar up with it, and 
fly away to devour it ; but the mother-hen, seeing the 
cruel purpose, bravely dashed in between the chickens 
and the hawk, and, cleverly and tremblingly dodging as 
the hawk dodged to get behind her, effectually kept it 
at bay, preferring to be herself pecked by the hawk's 
sharp beak, even to death, rather than to let her little 
ones suffer. That mother was a genuine defender. 

I have read, too, of a brave stork, which had built its 
nest on a house, and there had laid its eggs and hatched 
its young. One day, long before the downy little things 
could fly, the house unfortunately caught fire. First the 
stifling smoke reached the nest, and against this the 
brave stork defended it as best as she could, covering it 
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carefully with her broad wings. With the stifling 
smoke came great heat, which became greater every 
moment, till at last the flames appeared. From the 
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eaves they crept and leaped along up towards the ridge 
where, near the chimney, the nest was built. The heat 
must have been insufferable. The bird must escape or 
die. Yet escape she would not ; she could not abandon 
her young. Even dead, she might lie upon them, and 
cover them from the fire with the scorched feathers of 
her wings. The fire burned on till at last the roof fell, 
and then, alas! bird, and nest, and young were all 
buried in the blazing ruins beneath. That poor faithful 
stork was a noble defender. 

Among the many grand and brave deeds done to 
defend, none are more grand and brave than one done 
a little while ago, A nurse at a hospital for sick 
children was one day sent out with three little patients 
who had been in the hospital for some time for different 
diseases, and were now able to take a little air; the 
eldest of them was only eight years old. 

As they proceeded on their walk, they were met by a 
dog, with foaming mouth, running furiously. No sooner 
did the dog see them than it at once rushed towards 
them. The dog was mad. They were all alarmed, and 
would have made their escape ; but, before they had time 
to move, the dog was almost upon them. Seeing the 
frightful danger in which the children were placed, the 
nurse at once threw herself between them and the dog, 
which then sprang upon her, seized her by the arm, and 
tore her flesh dreadfully. It would have then attacked 
the three little invalids, who were behind the nurse, 
clinging to her dress ; but, seeing this, and resolving to 
prevent it at all costs, she bravely threw herself upon 
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the dog, clasped it in her bleeding arms, rolled over with 
it, knelt upon it, caught it now by its leg, now by its 
ears, struggling with all her might. She must keep 
it from the children ; for she could bear an}i:hing but 
the idea of the dog getting at the children. The 
struggle ended by two men coming up, who killed the 
dog and carried the poor nurse back to her home, where 
she died. The three little invahds were unhurt. They 
had had a brave and glorious defender. She lost her 
own life ; she saved theirs. 

Now, why have I told you these stories of defenders ? 
Not only to make you think highly of the daring warrior 
who defends his hearth and home; not to make you ad- 
mire the stork in the fire, or the hen before the hawk ; 
not even to make you think highly of the nurse-girl who 
so splendidly braved such frightful dangers, bled, and at 
length died in her little charges' defence, though that 
would be good. I have a reason far better than these. 
From tender and strong hearts in the creature, I want 
you to rise to the tender and strong heart of the 
Creator. The grandest hearts are but drops of the 
Creator's love. They have all come down from the 
One perfect heart. So from admiration of earthly 
defenders, I want you to rise to admire and to adore 
the one great Defender — God, and to join them that 
put their trust in Him. Look up from man to God. 
Think how good it is to trust in kind friends, who, 
if danger arose, would defend you with their lives, 
then feel and say, ** It is still better to trust in the 
Lord." 
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But one thing more — ^remember who it was that said 
this. It was David, himself a brave defender. It was 
David, the shepherd who defended his sheep against the 
lion and the bear. It was David, the king who defended 
Israel against Goliath and the Philistines. It was 
David, the father who, if he might, would have saved 
his son Absalom's life by sacrificing his own. Yes, it 
was David, the true shepherd, the brave king, the 
tender father, who felt just what I want you to feel. 
He felt that God is better than the best shepherd, and 
better than the best king, and better than the best 
father ; and so the brave man said, " Let them that put 
their trust in Thee rejoice, because Thou defendest 

THEM." ' 



JOYS THAT WON'T LAST. 



SERVICE XV. 



H YMN. 

Let me learn of Jesus : [ Let me think of Jesus : 

He is kind to mc ; He is full of love, 

Once He died to save me, Looking down upon me 

Nailed upon the tree. From His throne above. 

If I go to Jesus, If I trust in Jesus, 

He will hear me pray, , If I do His will. 

Make me good and holy, , Then I shall be happy, 

Take my sins away. Safe from every ill. 

I will follow Jesus ; 

He shall hold my hand. 
Step by step He'll guide mc 

To the better land ! 



LESSON.— Matt. vii. 24-28. 

Every one therefore which heareth these words of 
Mine, and doeth them, shall be likened unto a wise 
man, which built his house upon the rock : and the 
rain descended, and the floods came, and the winds 
blew, and beat upon that house ; and it fell not : for it 
was founded upon the rock. And every one that 
heareth these words of Mine, and doeth them not, shall 
be likened unto a foolish man, which built his house 
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upon the sand ; and the rain descended, and the floods 
came, and the winds blew, and smote upon that house ; 
and it fell ; and great was the fall thereof. And it 
came to pass, when Jesus ended these words, the mul- 
titudes were astonished at His teaching; for He taught 
them as one having authority, and not as their scribes. 

PRA YER. 

O God, Thou knowest all things, and we only know 
very little — not even what will happen to-morrow. Save 
us from being so foolish as to trust in our own wishes. 
Save us from fancying that anything can be good and 
right which Thou hast called evil and wrong. May we 
gladly trust in Thee and the wisdom and the goodness 
in Thy thoughts and wishes for us ; and do Thy will, 
and not our own. We bless Thee for telling us what 
Thy will is. Help us to love Thee sincerely, and to try 
to please Thee in all we do, for Jesus' sake. — " Our 
Father," &c. 

SERMON. 

" For all that is of the world passeth away ; but he that doeth the will 

of God abideth for ever." — 5/. John. 

God does not like His children to work for joys which 
will not last. We ourselves are everlasting, and He 
wants our joys to last as long as we do. He is un- 
happy to see us seeking what, though a joy to-day, 
will change into a long misery to-morrow. The reason 
why He forbids every wrong is not alone because it is 
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wrong: He knows all the bitterness it will at last bring 
us. So He guides us to joys that are joys as long as 
they last, which never turn on us and mock us ; to joys 
that are pure and true, and that can never end in sorrow. 

There are many seeming joys that are false things. 
Let us speak of one, and one of the very falsest of them 
all — ^that which comes from seeking the praise of men 
rather than the praise of God. And I will show you 
how such pleasures pass away and, what is worse, pass 
into misery and shame. 

William Henry was just turned twelve years old. 
He was a strong, healthy boy, and had many of those 
qualities which make a boy liked by his companions. 
What I am going to tell you about happened soon 
after he had entered a new school, a school where he 
began with every prospect of being in time one of the 
most beloved and happy of boys. He was much con- 
sulted and spoken to ; boys were all pleased to know 
him, and his opinions had great weight. But the school 
days which began so well for Willie soon changed for 
him into wretchedness and heart-breaking sorrow ; for 
among his many good qualities he had one very bad 
one : he loved to be popular more than he loved to do 
right — ^to be admired more than to be true. Especially 
did he like to see the boys' enthusiasm, as he told them 
what great things he could do. Could any one in the 
school jump a very wide brook ? Then Willie would 
say he could jump one too. Did any one tell of having 
kept on the back of a kicking horse ? He had done so 
too. Could a boy dive twenty feet underwater? He 
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could dive twenty feet too. Could any swim ? So could 
he. Willie's love of being popular led him to forget 
altogether that God was grieved by untruths, and that 
even if nobody else disliked them, he had, therefore, no 
right whatever to tell them. One day, when talking 
of swimming, be related how he had once ** saved a 
fellow's life" by jumping into a strong current, just 
as he was at his last gasp, swimming to him and 
dragging him to land. This brave deed made poor 
Willie more popular than ever. It was the spring 
when Willie entered the new school ; summer came 
round at length, and then came hot days, and days 
so hot that many of William Henry's play-fellows 
would go down to the river to bathe. 

One day a big party was to go, and as Willie was to 
be one of it, a little admirer of Willie's wanted to go 
too. But his mamma urged that Sam had never been 
there before ; that the place was deep for little boys 
and the current rather strong ; so she preferred that 
he should not go. But Sam, full of delight at having 
so ready and good an answer to his mamma's fears, 
urged that Willie was going with them, and that he 
could swim, and had once actually saved a fellow's life. 
** There's no danger with Willie^ mamma," he urged. 
" May I ? " Sam's mamma was very fond of her " little 
man," as she called Sam, and she could not bear to 
think of him going into danger ; but as Willie was to 
be there, her fears vanished, and she consented to let 
Sam go. 

The afternoon came, and, towel in hand, happy and 
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proud, away went the boys to the river to bathe. The 
river bank reached, all stripped but one, and that one 
was Willie. He professed he was **out of sorts." Poor 
Willie ! It is not unlikely that it was quite true ; he 
was out of sorts. All the boasting which had won him 
golden opinions when the weather was cold, the river 
away, and nobody wanting to bathe, came back to him 
now. He knew very well that he could not swim, so 
he dare not even go into the water, lest his silly, his 
naughty boasting should be found out. So he sat by 
the clothes low-spirited and miserable. 

One after another, in they splashed, and the fun was 
for a time immense. As he watched it all, Willie 
bitterly repented his folly, and wished with all his 
heart that he had never told the untruth about his 
saving that drowning boy's life, and he wondered how 
he should get out of it. But poor Willie was not " to 
get out of it," and he had not even come to the worst 
of all the suffering that this untruth was to bring him. 
Suddenly all the fun stopped, and Willie heard his 
own name called ; ** Will, Will ! " cried many excited 
voices at once. Will started to his feet, and went to 
the place where they were calling him. ** It's Sam, 
Will ! It's Sam ! He's drowning. Will ! Jump in, 
quick ! " Poor Will ! At a glance he saw that his 
warm admirer, little Sam, had got out of his depth, 
and was struggling for life. To Willie it was an 
awful moment. Through choking tears he shouted, 
** Oh, I can't swim ! I can't, I'm sure I can't ; " and 
then he lay down on the ground, and sobbed aloud. 
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Meanwhile another boy tried to reach poor drowning 
Sam ; but he failed, almost losing his own life in the 
effort, and poor helpless Sam sank out of sight and 
was drowned. The current carried him some distance 
down the river, and some of the boys followed to where 
they could get him out. Then they quickly dressed, 
and, wrapping clothes round it, they carried Sam's life- 
less body home. It was a miserable little party that re- 
entered the village, but the most utterly wretched of 
the whole* was poor vain Willie. How wretched to 
have his boastings exposed and in such a dreadful way ! 

Sam was buried in the churchyard, and Willie's 
family left the village, as his mother and father could 
never bear to meet Sam's poor broken-hearted mother ; 
for the blame of her boy's death was all Willie's. 
And Willie, too, was glad to go away. Bitterly did 
he know how true it was that Sam was drowned 
through him, through his vain, his untruthful boasting. 

Now, my children, there are always two ways for us 
to take, the way of truth and the way of stories. Of 
the two, the way of stories often looks the most 
promising, but it would never look promising at all, 
could we only see right to the end of it. 

When bragging, Willie could not foresee one bit of 
the trouble that his untruth would one day bring. All 
he knew just then was the pleasure of having smiling 
admirers, and the pride of being honoured. Had he 
seen what was to come of it, or even only a thousandth 
part of it, he was far too kind a boy to have told it. 
His fault was not cruelty; he did not care nothing about 
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poor Sam being drowned. In- 
deed Sam's death made him 
awfully wretched. His fault 
was the love of boys' praise, 
that was all ; and out of that 
came all the miserj' which 
happened both to himself and 
to others. Poor Willie ! he 
would not have done it "i/Af 
had only knoii'ii." But he could 
not know ; there is only One 
Who does know or can know 
the end from the beginnings — 
that is God ; and He it is 
Who begs us to take the way 
of truth. Had Willie been a 
disciple of Christ, he would 
have remembered, when he 
was tempted to tell stories in 
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order to be thought a fine fellow, that God at least 
would think him a mean one ; and he would have 
hated and scorned the tempting stories, and have stuck 
firmly to truth and to God. 

Oh, my dear children, do shun, shun with all your 
heart story-telling ! Some children tell stories, as 
Willie did, to get good opinions and the praise from 
people ; some tell stories to avoid bad opinions or to 
avoid punishments. But be sure of this — what we like, 
when it is won by stories, won't last. We are certain 
some day bitterly to wish, as Willie did, that we had 
never won it. It will not last ; for it is false. It cannot 
last ; for God rules the world in uprightness, so only 
upright things can last. And when it does go, there 
will be in its place misery and wretchedness and 
shame. 

*' He that doeth the will of God abideth for ever.'* 
Doing God's will may bring us many a sorrow that 
will turn into joy, but it will not bring us one single 
joy that will turn into sorrow. All His joys are joys 
for evermore. 
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LESSON.— Matt. xi. 25-30. 

At that season Jesus answered and said, I thank Thee, 
Father, Lord of heaven and earth, that Thou didst 
hide these things from the wise and understanding, and 
didst reveal them unto babes : yea, Father, for so it 
was well-pleasing in Thy sight. All things have been 
delivered unto Me of My Father : and no one knoweth 
the Son, save the Father ; neither doth any know the 
Father, save the Son, and he to whomsoever the Son 
willeth to reveal Him. Come unto Me, all ye that labour 
and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest. Take 
My yoke upon you, and learn of Me ; for I am meek 
and lowly in heart : and ye shall find rest unto your 
souls. For My yoke is easy, and My burden is light. 



PRA YER. 

Jesus, Who didst make the world and all the things 

that are in it, we are glad to have seen Thee blessing 

the sick, the sinful, and the sad, and we are taught that 

those hands which made the world and healed the sick 

also willingly worked in school and laboured for daily 

bread in a carpenter's shop at Nazareth. Thou hast 

left us an example that we may do our work as good 

children of God, We pray Thee help us to follow 

Thee, that, like Thee, by doing well our work, we may 

please our Father in heaven. — " Our Father," &c, 

K 2 



132 Sunday Evenings with my Children. 

SERMON. 

" My Father worketh hitherto, and I work." — Jesus. 

Here is Jesus Christ's idea of God, the good and 
glorious God Whose love made life so bright and joyful. 

He did not think of Him as idly sitting up there in 
heaven, circled by thousands of bending, adoring angels, 
or as waiting yonder in the Temple for the worship of 
bowed and kneeling men ; but as out and about working 
everywhere. The fields and hills around His home 
were delicious with God's bright presence. All that He 
loved to see, all that He loved to hear, were the hidden 
thoughts and works of God coming to light. The 
waters splashing at the village fountain were fresh 
from His hand. His love was sweetening the fig, 
painting the lily, and teaching the bright birds to sing. 
So Jesus felt that He was a Worker's child, and this 
was the foundation on which He rested His ever-busy 
life, '*My Father worketh and / work." 

Just now I want you to think of this saying of Jesus, 
as it lights up His boyhood and youth ; for all through 
His life it was a fountain of gladness within Him: "My 
Father worketh," and a working Father shall have a 
working Son ! 

Let us then try to fancy Jesus in the home and the 
shop of youth at Nazareth, and see how bright and 
sunbeam-like His duties there, and how brimful of bliss 
was this passion to be like His father ; for it was in 
the quiet and privacy of boyhood and youth He learned 
the submission which made His future and public life 
so graod. 




A Carpeniei's Shop at Nazareth. 
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To begin with. Is He set to smooth a plank or to 
mend a box? He goes straight through the work with 
no other pleasure in view than that of returning it into 
Joseph's hand with, " I have finished the work thou 
gavest Me to do." Whoever was idle, Jesus was not. 
In downright earnestness He met all the difficulties 
to be vanquished, all duties to be done ; He was 
" straitened " till they were accomplished. Tired He 
became, as others did — then He needed rest ; but 
never could He be merely iW/tf-tired, and never did He 
throw down His work in a pet and say, " Oh, I don't 
like it ; I shan't do it." How, indeed, could He ? for 
when did His Father do so? When did He throw 
down a tree and say, "Oh, I don't hke shaping it; I 
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shan't do it.'' Or when did He leave off clothing 
a little bird with its feathers because it seemed so 
slow in growing? To be merely idle-tired was absolutely 
impossible ; for His heart took God as its copy : and 
to be a true child of God, He must bravely, patiently 
work till the work was done. 

Neither could Jesus do slovenly or ugly work. Who- 
ever else could do things so, He could not. Where 
was there a slovenly or ugly work His Father did? 
When He made the commonest lily-cups for the thirsty 
summer fields to drink their morning draught of dew 
out of, what chaste and fair cups they were ! how bright 
and burnished was each drop of jewel dew ! millions 
were made ; not one was faulty ! Even the tiny wings 
of the small fly, made only for one single moment's 
dance in the rosy beam of the setting sun. He made 
just as perfect as the wings of an angel destined for 
endless life ! Was Jesus, then, set to make a chest for 
some poor woman's little store of clothes. He would 
fit it, finish its parts, and do all to the very best of 
His power and as beautifully as he could. Practice 
might make the boy's command of his tool more per- 
fect, and a new tool-maker might furnish him with 
better tools for his work, but nothing whatever could 
make more perfect the purpose and desire of His heart. 
In every labour His aim was to be a true child of the 
ever beautifully working God. 

Then again, whoever was unkind or inconsiderate of 
the feelings of those He seized, how could Jesus be so 
where His model of life was One ** Whose tender mercies 
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are over all His works " ? Was it a yoke for an ox He 
had to make ? How kindly would He adjust the collar- 
rim lest the poor brute's skin should be chafed! What- 
ever were the yokes that Joseph made, the yokes of Jesus 
were **easy." His solemn ambition was to fit them to 
the ox's muscles as the kind God had fitted those 
muscles to its bone ; and where was the bone that 
God had carelessly left to fret the muscle on which it 
pressed ? His little work should in this, at least, be like 
God's greater work, it should be as tender and as full 
of mercy as His hands and tools could make it. 

I fancy I can almost catch the big dreamy eyes of 
the "weary and heavy laden " beasts waiting by Joseph's 
door light up with a mild joy as they see that it is He 
and not another who comes out to mend their harness ; 
I fancy, too, that I see some signs of joy on His own 
dear face as the farm men chaff Him with a ** Why, 
I believe them beasts like you.'' And when He was 
gone back into the shop with the yoke, a second or 
third time, to give it ** just one little shave more," that 
it may clear some sensitive place on the beast's skin, I 
fancy I hear one say to another in a dubious tone, 
** He's a bit faddy, isn't He ? " and then — as though 
half ashamed to hear themselves say a single word 
that seemed one bit against Him — adding in a brighter 
tone, **but He's a downright good heart for all that.'^ 
No wonder the young carpenter was a favourite in 
Nazareth : mert liked His honest work, and cattle liked 
His tenderness ; and it was all because He learnt the 
way to do His work from such a Master's hand. Where 
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was the part that fitted badly to its place when God was 
worker ? Where was the creature, even in the very 
lowest rank of His creation, on whose minutest comfort 
God had been either too busy or too great to bestow 
a perfect care ? And every inch a son of God, He 
exclaimed, ** As My Father worketh, so I work." 

And that very same brimful spirit of care for labouring, 
weary things which showed in the youth standing by 
Joseph's door with the ox and the joiner's tool, showed 
itself in after days with men and the ** weary, laden, 
working world." He longed that their yoke should 
be **easy" too. 

Nor with such a model would He be fastidious as to 
the kind of work He did. His mother was in humble 
life, kept no servant, and had other and younger children 
than He. Was she too weary, then, to fetch her water 
from the village fountain ? How joyfully did He shoulder 
the pitcher and fetch it for her ! Child of the great God, 
Son of the Maker of heaven and earth, He hath no 
foolish nonsense in His head about what was ** not His 
place" to do; never did He draw Himself up before 
some needed useful work and say **/'/;^ not going to 
do that; let common people do common things." Far 
too intimately and entirely was He the child of His 
Father in heaven for that ; to Whom nothing was 
common, nothing unclean. Yes, there was one thing, 
a mean, proud spirit; and that was far too common 
and too unclean for Jesus to have. His Father did 
all things, helped everybody. This was His grand 
faith. And He was joyful to follow His Father's 
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lead. ** Whatsoever things the Father doeth, these 
also doeth the Son." 

So we shall be like the boy Jesus, when among all 
the things we have to do, we can do ** nothing" — to 
use His own rapturous word, ** nothing" — but as 
God shows us how: earnestly, patiently, beautifully, 
lovingly, thinking little, if at all, of whatw^ do, much — 
indeed, everything — of how we do it. This is the spirit 
of God, the Creator of all things, and the spirit which, 
without measure, was in the daily life of Jesus. Such 
were His ways at Nazareth, and there He left the 
young of His own and of every age an example that 
they should follow in His steps. 



KINGS AND PRIESTS UNTO GOD, 



SERVICE XVII. 



HYMN. 



There's a Friend for little children 

Above the bright blue sky ; 
A Friend Who never changeth, 

Whose love can never die. 
Unlike our friends by nature, 

Who change with changing years, 
This Friend is always worthy 

The precious name He bears. 

There's a rest for little children 

Above the bright blue sky, 
Who love the blessed Saviour, 

And " Abba, Father,'* cry ; 
A rest from every turmoil. 

From sin and danger free. 
Where every little pilgrim 

Shall rest eternally. 

There's a home for little children 

Above the bright blue sky, 
Where Jesus reigns in glory — 

A home of peace and joy. 
No home on earth is like it, 

Or can with it compare ; 
For every one is happy. 

Nor could be happier, there. 



There's a crown for little children 

Above the bright blue sky, 
And all who look for Jesus 

Shall wear it by-and-by ; 
A crown of brightest glory. 

Which He will then bestow 
On all who've found His favour 

And loved His name below. 

There's a song for little children 

Above the bright blue sky — 
A song that will not weary, 

Though sung continually ; 
A song which even angels 

Can never, never sing ; 
They know not Christ as Saviour^ 

But worship Him as King. 

There's a robe for little children 

Above the bright blue sky; 
And a harp of sweetest music, 

And z.palm of victory. 
All, all above is treasured, 

And found in Christ alone; 
O come, dear little children, 

That all may be your own. 
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LESSON. — Matt, xxvii. 24-37. 

So when Pilate saw that he prevailed nothing, but 
rather that a tumult was arising, he took water, and 
washed his hands before the multitude, saying, I am 
innocent of the blood of this righteous man : see ye to 
it. And all the people answered and said. His blood be 
on us, and on our children. Then released he unto 
them Barabbas : but Jesus he scourged and delivered 
to be crucified. Then the soldiers of the governor took 
Jesus into the palace, and gathered unto Him the whole 
band. And they stripped Him, and put on Him a 
scarlet robe. And they plaited a crown of thorns and 
put it upon His head, and a reed in His right hand ; 
and they kneeled down before Him, and mocked Him, 
saying, Hail, King of the Jews ! And they spat upon 
Him, and took the reed and smote Him on the head. 
And when they had mocked Him, they took off from 
Him the robe, and put on Him His garments, and led 
Him away to crucify Him. And as they came out, they 
found a man of Cyrene, Simon by name : him they com- 
pelled to go with theiiij that he might bear His cross. 
And when they were come unto a place called Golgotha, 
that is to say. The place of a skull, they gave Him wine 
to drink mingled with gall : and when He had tasted it, 
He would not drink. And when they had crucified 
Him, they parted His garments among them, casting 
lots : and they sat and watched Him there. And they 
set up over His head His accusation written, this is 

JESUS THE KING OF THE JEWS. 




Jetut falling beneath His cioeb. — Rapkatl. 
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PRA YER. 

O God, Who hast called little children unto Thy 
kingdom, give us all needful grace to live as becomes 
children of God. May we love to know what Thou 
wouldst have us to be, and in everything try to be it. 
May our hearts love all the people we know, and all 
the lovely deeds we see. May the spirit of all our 
behaviour be increasingly like the beautiful spirit which 
was in all the behaviour of Jesus. Give us courage to 
deny ourselves in order to please Thee, and thus to 
follow Him, for His sake. — " Our Father," &c. 

SERMON. 

** And hath made us kings and priests unto God.*' — St. John. 

Now let me speak to you for a little while on being 
kings and priests unto God. We cannot many of us 
be great in the sight of men, but we can all be great 
in the sight of God. And when the good apostle John 
was only a lonely prisoner, he joyfully spoke of himself 
and of all brave and loving followers of Jesus as 
** kings and priests unto God," God's bright family. His 
royal and holy children. 

Let us see what it was that John meant by kings 
and priests— for boys and giris were amongst them. 
And first let us find out what the kings are like. 
Well, you must not think of them as you think of a 
stiff, grand person, who wears a crown of diamonds 
and gold, and costly gorgeous robes, who lives in a 
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marble house, has armies with sounding trumpets, 
flying banners, and booming cannon. That is a com- 
mon notion of kings ; but such kings are not ** kings 
unto God." God's kings are people with royal hearts, 
who do brave and noble deeds. Their crown, their 
robe, their throne, is that they love duty ; they are 
moved by pity ; they think not for themselves ; they are 
like Jesus, who is the King of the kings — they do 
loving and lovely deeds for others. 

A king's business is to defend the helpless. Let 
me tell you of, perhaps, a rather imperfect king, but 
still a real one. 

One morning there came into a public school a pale, 
thin boy of about eleven years of age. He had come 
from a part of the town which was a nest of narrow 
streets of tumble-down houses. His mother was a 
widow, and, because of her very small earnings, she 
was obliged to live there. Now the school to which 
Tom went was attended by boys a little better off" than 
he, and more comfortably dressed, so that when he 
entered the room he at once attracted observation. His 
clothes were clean and tidy, but they were shabby, and 
did not fit very well. His poor thin legs came too far 
through the trousers, and his coat-waist and sleeves 
were much too long, and he wore a pair of cast off" 
ladies' boots. Round his neck was tied a deep red 
cotton handkerchief — the only thing about him which 
his mother had managed to buy new — to keep him 
warm and give him a little finish. Above his bright 
ha;ndkerchief, his thin face looked very pale, but his 
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two twinkling eyes said that Tom was just now very 
happy. He had never been ** such a gentleman 
before," and his mother had said as much just as he 
was leaving her room, when she had put the finishing 
touch on him by brushing his hair with a damp 
brush, and by way of relieving himself of his high 
spirits, he had given the tiny baby an extra hug. His 
mother's pleased looks were still in his mind when 
he timidly opened the school door; and, perhaps, it 
was these that gave to his manner, as he stepped up 
the long vschool-room to the master's desk, a little air 
of satisfaction. True, the little fellow had rather a 
comical look. Thoughtful people would have, perhaps, 
smiled and pitied him, but the boys were not 
thoughtful, and they grimaced at him and almost 
laughed out, and as Tom stood at the end of the 
rows of forms waiting to speak to the master, he 
heard the subdued sounds and saw the twinkle of eyes 
making fun. He had, perhaps, expected to be a little 
admired ; so when he saw no joy answering to his 
own, but looks more like ridicule, he felt a little 
sickness about his heart, his lip quivered, and, 
altogether miserable, he went to take a seat in a class. 
When the time came for the school to go for a 
quarter of an hour into the playground, the strange 
boy stood alone. Some boys looked in wonder at him, 
others found it in their hearts to make funny remarks 
about him, and at length a bigger boy than he went up 
to him and, pinching his coat-sleeve and, perhaps, a 
little of his thin arm too, asked where he got his 
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fine clothes, making cruel sport of him, till the boy's 
pent-up sorrow broke out in tears. At this, a smaller 
boy, who had been painfully looking on from the first, 
and could stand it no longer, sprang at the bully and, 
with one indignant blow, struck him to the ground. 
A cheer rose from the bystanders, for nobody loves a 
bully. The floored boy was soon on his feet again, 
saying, half crj^ing, half daring, ** What's that for ? " 
" For ! Touch him again, and I'll do it again, 
you — ! " replied the poor boy's defender, quivering 
with indignation, and becoming almost speechless, 
" Shame on you ! " Tom's champion had never been 
known to strike anybody before. In his intense 
sympathy, he forgot everything but the suff'ering boy. 

The whole school, even those who had just looked 
down on the ill-clad scholar, felt the thrill of this boy's 
noble heart, and saw how much more manly it was 
to pity and defend than to sneer and despise. That 
boy's spirit was glorious with royal glory. In the sight 
of God he was a right kingly boy. He risked the sneers 
and mockeries of the school, and the blows of the 
big, cruel-hearted boy, to do a kind thing, yet his heart 
was too wholly given up to a noble God-like feeling to 
once think of risks. He altogether forgot self in 
strong pity for the despised. The deed may have been 
imperfect, for no deed of man is wholly good ; but it 
was bravely good. 

Now, let us see what ** a priest" unto God is. A 
priest and a king are both alike in this, they live for 
others. But the king does his deeds in the open field, 
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whilst the priest serves hidden and in quiet — the high 
priest performed his greatest service quite unseen in 
the veiled place of the temple. I knew a giri who 
seems, in her own little way, to have been a priest 
unto God, for a priest's work was, as you know, to 
sacrifice ; and she sacrificed, but not as the Jewish 
priest did, things in which the Bible says God took no 
pleasure, such as bulls, and goats, and lambs. No, 
her sacrifice was what the Bible calls " a living 
sacrifice ; " it was herself she gave, and in a way which 
God delighted to see. 

The time had come round for the yearly Sunday- 
school treat, and Agnes and Bob, sister and brother, 
had for many weeks past looked forward with hope and 
joy to the day when it was to take place. There was 
to be a ride in a van out into the country to a common, 
where were to be swings, and donkey rides, and tea and 
cake, and fruit, perhaps cherries, as some said, and all 
kinds of absolutely unspeakable pleasures, such as 
seldom fell to the lot of these two little folks ; for they 
lived in a narrow low street, in a poor part of a large 
city, and, I am sorry to say, had parents who were 
scarcely kind to them, much less disposed to give them 
any pleasures. 

At length the morning of the school-treat came, the 
day on which all the great things were to happen, and 
it was bright and beautiful as heart could wish. But 
Bob was unwell, he could not get up, and of course 
could not go. Bob cried, and Agnes was much dis- 
tressed for him, but it was quite clear that not by any 
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contrivance whatever could it be managed for him to 
go, so she got ready to go alone. Now when Bob saw 
Agnes come towards him with her best things on, just 
ready to start for the day, his already sorrowful heart 
quite broke down ; he turned away, hid his face in the 
pillow, and cried aloud. Then Agnes was sad. ** Don't 
cr}', Bob," she said. ** I won't go ; Til stop with you," 
for she thought, perhaps. Bob would not feel his 
sorrow so much if she stopped at home and shared it. 
And all ready as she was, with her holiday things on, 
her ticket for the van carefully wrapped up in a clean 
pocket-handkerchief in her hand, and her little school 
companions waiting at the door for her, she gave up 
the long-looked-for pleasure, and stopped at home to 
spend the day in her sick brother's bed-room. ** I'm 
going to stop with Bobby," she said to the neighbour's 
girls and boys who had called for her, and were waiting 
in the street. ** He won't feel it as much if I don't 
go." 

Now, was not that a pure, a lovely, a Christ-like 
deed ? She gave up a little heaven of pleasure that she 
might lighten poor Bobby's sorrow. To God, that 
loving little deed was a most sweet and precious 
sacrifice, and the kindly little maiden who made it 
was a priest unto Him ; for inasmuch as she did it to 
Bob, she did it unto God. Every kind thing We do to 
our little brethren, we do to God. 

The brave and daring boy and the gentle and tender 

girl were both, in their measure, like Jesus; their spirits 

were bits of His spirit ; for they both forgot themselves 

L 2 
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and thought only of others, and gave themselves away 
for others' help and comfort. They gave themselves. 
The schoolboy did not give his poor school-fellow a 
penny on the quiet to console him — he gave himselfi 
and with all his heart stood up for him. Nor did the 
little girl promise to bring Bob a piece of cake ; she 
gave herself just in the way that she thought would 
make the best of the boy's great disappointment. 

Though it is not easy to give yourself for others, it is 
a grand and blissful thing to do. It is unselfishness 
which makes us like Jesus, for His whole mind and 
soul and strength is unselfish, and the Bible calls 
Jesus the High Priest of all God's other priests, the 
King of all God's other kings. 

To be brave and lovely and good, that is what makes 
us kings and priests unto God and that, too, is what 
makes us perfectly thankful and glad. The boys and 
girls and all the people in heaven, the Bible tell us, 
praise God, not for the delicious country in which they 
dwell, nor for its flowers, its fruits, and life of strong 
and lasting health — they are glad for these things ; but 
they praise Him most of all for making them like 
Himself, for taking all selfishness out of them, be- 
cause they have found unselfishness is their everlasting 

joy- 
So, then, let us strive and pray that in our lives 

we may all show Christ's tender, holy and brave spirit. 




A BIRTHDAY SERMON. 



SERVICE xvin. 



While shepherds watched Iheir flocks by 
night, 

All seated on the ground, 
The angel of (he Lord came down, 

And glory shone around. 
" Fesr not," said he, for mighty dread 

Had seized their troubled mind ; 
" Glad tidings of great joy I bring 

To you and all mankind. 

" To you, in David's town, this day. 

Is born of David's line 
A Saviour, Who is Christ the Lord ; 

And this shall be the sign : 



The heavenly babe you there shall find 

To human view displayed, 
All meanly wrapped in swathing bands. 

And in a manger laid." 

Thus spake the seraph, and forthwith 

Appeared a shining throng 
Of angels praising God. who thus 

Addressed their joyful song ; 
" A1] glory be lo God on high. 

And on the earth be peace ; 
Goodwill, henceforth, from heaven to 

Begin and never cease," 
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LESSON. — Luke ii. 4-20. 

And Joseph went up from Galilee, out of the city of 
Nazareth, into Judaea, unto the city of David, which is 
called Bethlehem ; (because he was of the house and 
lineage of David) to enrol himself with Mary his es- 
poused wife. And it came to pass while they were there 
. . . she brought forth her firstborn son, and wrapped 
him in swaddling clothes, and laid him in a manger; 
because there was no room for them in the inn. And 
there were shepherds in the same country abiding in 
the field, and keeping watch over their flock by night. 
And an angel of the Lord stood by them, and the gloiy 
of the Lord shone round about them ; and they were 
sore afraid. And the angel said unto them, Be not 
afraid ; for behold I bring you good tidings of great 
joy, which vshall be to all the people : for there is born 
to you this day in the city of David a Saviour, which is 
Christ the Lord. And this is the sign unto you ; ye 
shall find a babe wrapped in swaddling clothes, lying in 
a manger. And suddenly there was with the angel a 
multitude of the heavenly host praising God, and saying, 
Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace among 
men, in whom He is pleased. And it came to pass, 
when the angels went away from them into heaven, the 
shepherds said one to another, Let us now go even unto 
Bethlehem, and see this thing that is come to pass, 
which the Lord hath made known unto us. And they 
came with haste, and found Mary, and Joseph, and the 
babe lying in a manger. And when they saw it they 
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made known concerning the saying which was spoken 
to them about this child. And all that heard it won- 
dered at the things which were spoken unto them by the 
shepherds. But Mary kept all these sayings, pondering 
them in her heart. And the shepherds returned, glori- 
fying and praising God for all the things that they had 
heard and seen, even as it was spoken unto them. 

PRA YER. 

Loving and merciful God, we bless Thee for the 
Gospel of Jesus Christ, for His birth into our world, for 
His lovely childhood and youth, for His life of great 
goodness to the poor, the sick and the sinful, for His 
death on the cross for the sins of the world, and for 
His life again in heaven, where He is our friend and 
longs to be our helper. May the light and truth of His 
love fill our hearts and make them glad and pure, for 
Christ's sake.—'* Our Father," &c. 

SERMON. 

"The Son of God, Who loved me, and gave Himself for me." — St. Paul. 

On birthdays we all wish one another " Many happy 
returns of the day," but there is no birthday which has 
so many happy returns as the birthday of Jesus, and 
— just as Jesus would like it to be — ^these happy returns 
bring happiness, not to Him alone, but to all the people 
in the world who keep the day. You have a birthday, 
and you are glad when it has come round ; perhaps you 
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wish, too, that it would come round oftener than it does, 
because it brings you such pleasant birthday letters, 
kind wishes, and nice gifts. 

Now, suppose that on your birthday you were to stand 
at the window and look out, and instead of wondering 
who will send you letters to-day and what presents there 
will be for you on the breakfast table, you were to feel 
your young heart swell with only one desire, and that 
one desire was that eveiybody should be better and 
happier : all hungry people fed, all sick people well, all 
weeping people joyful, all naughty people good ; and 
suppose you were to be full of longings that they should 
all share your presents, and live in your house, and 
that you wanted it so much that your full heart swelled 
as though it were too little for the wish, then you would 
have a heart a little like the heart of Jesus. He was 
born to bless people ; He lived to bless people ; His 
only joy was to make others joyful. So the birthday of 
Jesus is kept, not by the little family of which He was a 
child, as is yours, but by the whole family of man, and 
it is counted the best birthdav in the world. 

The birthday of Jesus is the best birthday in the 
world, because on that day Jesus made a present to 
everybody, the present of Himself. The Bible says, 
** He gave Himself.'' I will not now speak about the 
reason why He gave Himself — that was **for our sins." 
I want you just now to think only of what He did — 
"He gave Himself." 

Now let us try to see what it is that makes Jesus' 
gift of Himself so very dear that all the world counts 
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His birthday the brightest and happiest day in the 
year. 

If I were to talk to you from one birthday to 
another, and everything I said filled you with such 
admiration and joy that all my year's talk seemed only 
a minute or two, even then I could not show you 
more than a thousandth part of the reason why the 
gift of Jesus is so beautiful and dear. But I will tell 
you a story that will help you to understand some little 
of the goodness of the gift. 

A Russian nobleman, his wife, and little daughter, 
were drawing near to the end of a long day's journey. 
It was in the depth of winter, and the country was 
covered with crisp, white snow. The road lay over 
wild, open moor, and through vast, dense pine forests. 
When the wild moor had been safely passed, and the 
coach had just entered the dim, solemn forest, and 
Helena, beginning to show signs of sleep, had just 
snugged herself down for a nap on her mamma's knee, 
suddenly everybody started up and was wide awake. 
Helena's mamma turned deadly pale, and her papa, 
holding his breath, listened as though alarmed, the 
driver cracked his whip, and the tired horses, scarcely 
needing the crack, broke into a gallop. They had all 
heard a sound, only a faint sound, but all were alike 
alarmed. It was the distant cry of wolves. It was 
not long before they heard the sound again, and this 
time it was louder and nearer. 

The moon was shining with uncommon brilliance, 
lighting the forest road, so that, though the forest itself 
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was dark, the road was clear. Fortunately they had 
not now very far to go before they would reach 
the log inn where they were to rest for the night. 
There would be no advantage in returning, so they 
proceeded. And, after all, the wolves might not be 
pursuing them! As the travellers were thinking and 
hoping thus, another much nearer and louder howl, or 
chorus of howls, still more alarmed them, and left no 
room to doubt that the pack was really on their scent 
and was fast approaching them. 

Helena clung more closely to her mamma, while 
the baron and the driver prepared their pistols. Every 
moment the sound of the pursuing wolves came nearer, 
and now the echoes were caught up by the woods, and 
were prolonged and carried everywhere. Their only 
hope of escape was in the swiftness and strength of 
their horses. Yet the wolves were fast gaining on 
them, and once let them come up with the carriage, 
they would seize the horses, and killing them, thus stop 
the coach and then escape for the travellers would 
be impossible. So the driver forced the horses on at a 
still more furious speed. ** O what shall we do?'' 
cried Helena. " We have not far to go," replied her 
mother. It soon, however, became all too clear that 
the distance could not be accomplished in time ; for 
with the horses now at their utmost pace, the wolves 
were gaining on them every minute. At every step 
the cries became more frequent and loud and near, 
and the prospect before them, more terrible. 

Speedily the wolves were close enough to the 
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carriage for their panting breath to be distinctly heard 
by those within. Then the coach was surrounded by 
them, and escape was only possible by cutting the 
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traces of one of the horses and letting it loose, so that 
it might form a meal and stop the hungry crew whilst 
the other horses were being urged on. This was done ; 
and the wolves, seizing on it, were for a time occupied 
arresting and devouring it, the coach the while making 
its escape. 

But the meal was soon demolished — there were 
hundreds to share it — and with an appetite quickened 
by the fresh taste of blood, the pursuit was renewed. 
Again the pack came up with the lumbering coach, 
now moving more slowly for the loss of a horse, and 
again a horse was cut loose, the wolves fell to their 
meal, and the coach was for a time deserted ; but, as 
before, it was soon pursued and surrounded again. A 
third horse was given ; but this did not suffice, for 
when within but a short distance of the safety of the 
inn, the maddened crew was howling round them 
again. Only two horses were now left, and without 
either of these it would be impossible for the coach to 
get along or the people to escape. 

At this moment, the driver let down one of the front 
windows, threw the reins through it to his master, and 
bidding him take care of his wife and children, sprang 
down among the wolves. The master protested, but 
too late. Helena and her mamma shuddered as they 
saw Erick, as they imagined, fall from his seat. But 
the kind man had not fallen : he had freely given 
himself to a horrible death that he might occupy the 
wolves for the little time which was now necessary for 
the coach to reach the inn, when the lives of his master 



158 Sunday Evenings with my Children. 

and master's wife and child would be safe. The 
horses rushed on a few more yards, and the inn was 
reached. To loud knockings the door was opened, 
through which a blaze of light poured. The wolves, 
already coming up again, saw the light, and turned 
and fled, and the baron, wife, and child were saved — 
just saved through Erick having given himself — ^poor, 
brave Erick. Now, Erick did for his master's family 
what Jesus did for the family of God — he gave himself. 
And good as Erick's gift was, Jesus' gift was better. 
Erick gave himself for his friends; Jesus gave Himself 
for everybody, for friends and for enemies, and for 
people who care nothing at all about Him, and for 
people who hated Him. Erick gave himself to save 
others from death ; so did Jesus, but from a worse 
death than death by wolves — death by sin ; for wolves 
only destroy the body, but sin destroys the souL Wolves 
do not keep their victims out of heaven, but sins do, 
so sins are far worse than wolves ; and Jesus gives 
Himself to save from sin. So the birthday of Jesus is 
the best and brightest birthday of the world, and every- 
body should love Him with their very warmest love. 




We Ihank Thee, Lord, for this fair earth, 
The gILlterbg sfcy, the silver sea ; 

For a]] their beauly, all their worth, 
Their light, and glorj' come from Thee. 
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Thine are the flowers that clothe the ground, 

The trees that weave their arms above, 
The hills that gird our earth around 

As Thou dost gird it round with love. 

Yet teach us still how far more fair, 

Thou glorious Father, in Thy sight. 
Is one pure deed, one simple prayer. 

One heart that loves the pure and right. 

So while we gaze with thoughtful eye 

On all the gifts Thy love hath given. 
Raise Thou our thoughts to Thee on high. 

And make us feel how good is heaven. 

LESSON.— Matt. xxv. 31-46. 

But when the Son of man shall come in His gloiy, 
and all the angels with Him, then shall He sit on the 
throne of His glory : and before Him shall be gathered 
all the nations: and He shall separate them one from 
another, as the shepherd separateth the sheep from the 
goats: and He shall set the sheep on His right hand, 
but the goats on the left. Then shall the King say 
unto them on His right hand. Come, ye blessed of 
My Father, inherit the kingdom prepared for you from 
the foundation of the world : for I was an hungred, and 
ye gave Me meat : I was thirsty, and ye gave Me drink: 
I was a stranger, and ye took Me in : naked, and ye 
clothed Me : I was sick, and ye visited Me : I was in 
prison, and ye came unto Me. Then shall the righteous 
answer Him saying. Lord, when saw we Thee an 
hungered, and fed Thee ? or athirst, and gave Thee 
drink ? And when saw we Thee a stranger, and took 
Thee in ? or naked, and clothed Thee ? And when saw 
we Thee sick, or in prison, and came unto Thee ? And 




■' I was tick and ye visited Me." 
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the King shall answer and say unto them, Verily I say 
unto you, Inasmuch as ye did it unto one of these My 
brethren, even these least, ye did it unto Me. Then 
shall He say also unto them on the left hand. Depart 
from Me, ye cursed, into the eternal fire which is pre- 
pared for the devil and his angels : for I was an 
hungred, and ye gave Me no meat : I was thirsty, and 
ye gave Me no drink : I was a stranger, and ye took Me 
not in : naked, and ye clothed Me not : sick, and in 
prison, and ye visited Me not. Then shall they also 
answer, saying, Lord, when saw we Thee an hungred, 
or athirst, or a stranger, or naked, or sick, or in prison, 
and did not minister unto Thee ? Then shall He 
answer them, saying. Verily I say unto you. Inasmuch 
as ye did it not unto one of these least, ye did it not 
unto Me. And these shall go away into eternal punish- 
ment: but the righteous into eternal life. 

PRA YER. 

O God, we pray to Thee because we are so weak and 
so easily led into temptation to sin ; we love to be well 
thought of by our companions, and sometimes that love 
leads us to say and do what is neither true nor right. 
Be rfierciful to us when we thus sin, and help us at 
all times to love goodness and truthfulness more than 
anything else, and to seek Thy " well done " rather than 
the praise of all our companions, that we may be like 
Jesus Christ, and be Thy true and upright children. — 
'* Our Father,'' &c. 
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SERMON. 

** If any man will come after Me let him deny himself.*' — Jesus. 

A LITTLE while ago we took a journey to a mound in the 
little graveyard of a village among the lovely hills of 
Wales ; it was a melancholy mound. We went there to 
learn how wretched and cruel a thing selfishness is, and 
how wrong it is to be selfish. I want you now to take 
another trip in fancy, away across the sea into a flat, 
unlovely country called the Netherlands, to a roadside 
where there is neither house nor monument, only a 
roadside, with flat, poor fields about it ; a stunted tree 
or green growing wheat waving in the passing wind 
being the tallest thing to be seen ; yet it is far more 
glorious than that spot among the lovely hills of Wales. 
Men have loved to turn to it from the fairest lands ; for 
here a little deed was done which makes them feel this 
world is, after all, in the country of heaven, and stirs 
their spirits with a sense of the nearness of God. 
Men have loved to think of what was done there for 
three hundred years ; for it was three hundred years 
ago the deed was done. Good deeds can never die. 

Now fancy you have reached the spot, and it is three 
hundred years ago. Yonder come some horsemen ; they 
are soldiers, and one of them looks ill. His face is deadly 
pale, and it is with evident difficulty that he keeps his 
seat. Those who ride with him are looking at him fondly 
and anxiously. They are riding away from a battle, and 
he is their wounded general. He is faint through lack of 
food, and worn with the burning pain of a broken thigh. 
They rein their horses ; for he has become light-headed ; 

M 2 
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the earth seems to tremble under his horse's feet, and 
the sky spins round. Feebly he asks for water ; could 
they get him a little water ? Pain has made him dizzy ; 
but for support he would fall. One of the gallant sol- 
diers dashes off to the nearest house to beg a draught, 
while the rest move slowly on. He returns with it. 
*As he offers it, the general's dim eye fancies he dis- 
cerns a man lying by the road. ** Who is that?" he 
asks. It proves to be one of his soldiers, wounded 
and dying. He pities the poor fellow, and cannot find 
in his heart to drink. ** No," he whispers, as they press 
him to take a little, if only a little ; ** he's worse than I. 
Give it to him." The head of the dying stranger is 
gently raised, and as the precious draught is given the 
wounded general feels his own sufferings less ; for how 
eagerly does the dying man drink! A faint smile of 
gratitude moves across his face as he wearily lifts his 
closing eyes up to the givers of this cooling draught. 
That was his last experience of life. His head fell back, 
and he was dead; but the draught had soothed and 
calmed his death. The party rode on. Sir Philip Sidney, 
the wounded general, still struggling against his faint- 
ness, and cheerfully keeping up his heart through all his 
pain and burning thirst. The deed was tender and holy, 
and the feeling that prompted it was a throb of the 
eternal life. Sir Philip did just what Jesus would have 
done : he gave a cup of water to the least of those his 
brethren. He was a member of the Saviour's band. 

There are boys and girls who do just the same kind 
of deed, whose greatest joy is to lift up the fallen, or 
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cheer the sad, or help the feeble, or bind up wounds. 
Busy in such work, they are never so blessed. But I 
am sorry to believe that there are others to whom there 
is but one person in the universe, that is themselves ; 
who have but one thought, their own indulgence. Busy 
amongst their own pleasure, they are never so happy. 
They live unlovely lives, and when they die they are 
buried, and nobody loses a friend. And those whom 
the sick, the sad, and the needy do not weep to lose, 
God does not joy to welcome. They go away from 
their selfish life, not to the homes to which Jesus leads, 
but to the place from which Jesus saves, where. He 
says, they will repent their folly in bitterness and tears. 
•Come, then, children, let us all join the Saviour's 
band. Let us vow a war with selfishness — not with the 
selfishness of another, but with our own selfishness. 
Jesus has come to be your leader and helper in 
that very war, for selfishness is the most wicked and 
shameless enemy of man and God. The heavenly 
standard He unfurls bears this device, ** Deny thyself." 
The watchword He gives is ** Follow Me." Cling, 
children, to His standard : it leads to life, to God, and 
heaven. Yield yourself to His guidance, and love Him 
for showing you your true enemy. Call upon your soul, 
and all that is within you, to do His will, as one of His 
loyal band — all the good and great are in it — and 
He will lead you step by step to better goodness 
and greater greatness, till you reach His perfect life 
and His perfect joy, and are like Him and God. 
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SERVICE XX. 



HYMN. 

How good are the tidings that children 
Found Jesus and gladnc^ss the same ; 

Wherever they saw or they heard Him, 
Their lips were aglow with His name. 

In the streets they came when He called them 
Above all, they loved Him the best ; 

And never were any so happy 
As children that climbed to His breast. 

They were pleased to go to His sermons — 
Hi^ looks and His tones were sach joy ; 

They would pcess through the crowd to get nearer 
And sometimes the old folks annoy. 

It was children who pleased Him the most. 

Most angered His bitterest foe ; 
For children with Him were forgetful. 

They loved and loved Him so. 

For Jesus came out from the Father, 

Who dwells in His dwelling above. 
To show to the world of young children 

The ways of the Infinite Love. 

And children were all the dear children 
Of the God Whose heart was in Christ ; 

So they felt they had found their lost Father, 
And, child-like, they simply rejoiced. 
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LESSON.— Matt. xxi. 1-16. 

And when they drew nigh unto Jerusalem, and came 
unto Bethphage, unto the mount of Olives, then Jesus 
sent two disciples, saying unto them. Go into the village 
that is over against you, and straightway ye shall find 
an ass tied, and a colt with her : loose them^ and bring 
them unto Me. And' if any one say aught unto you, ye 
shall say. The Lord hath need of them ; and straight- 
way he will send them. Now this is come to pass, that 
it might be fulfilled which was spoken by the prophet, 
saying. Tell ye the daughter of Zion, behold, thy King 
Cometh unto thee, meek, and riding upon an ass, and 
upon a colt the foal of an ass. And the disciples went, 
and did even ^s Jesus appointed them, and brought the 
ass, and the colt, and put on them their garments ; and 
He sat thereon. And the most part of the multitude 
spread their garments in the way; and others cut 
branches from the trees, and spread them in the way. 
And the multitudes that went before Him, and that 
followed, cried, saying, Hosanna to the son of David : 
Blessed is He that cometh in the name of the Lord ; 
Hosanna in the highest. And when He was come into 
Jerusalem, all the city was stirred, saying, Who is this ? 
And the multitudes said, This is the prophet, Jesus, 
from Nazareth of Galilee. And Jesus entered into 
the temple of God. . . . And the blind and the 
lame came to Him in the temple : and He healed 
them. But when the chief priests and the scribes 
saw the wonderful things that He did, and the 
children that were crj^ing in the temple and saying, 
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Hosanna to the son of David ; they were moved with 
indignation, and said unto Him, Hearest Thou what 
these are saying ? And Jesus saith unto them, Yea : 
did ye never read. Out of the mouth of babes and 
sucklings Thou hast perfected praise ? 

PR A YER, 

Jesus, the dear Friend of children, Whose pity and 
love and great power are all on the side of Thy little 
ones, we believe in Thee, — help us to believe in Thee 
still more ; we love Thee, — help us to love Thee still 
more. May we have loving, trustful hearts towards 
everj'body, yet love and trust Thee above all besides. 
Children loved Thee, and felt glad to have Thy notice, 
and to do Thy will when Thou wast on earth. We 
long to be followers of them, and through simple faith 
and love like theirs, to find them and Thee in heaven 
at last.—** Our Father," &c. 

SERMON. 

** Prepare ye the way of the Lord." — John the Baptist. 

What kind of a road should we make for Jesus? If 
Jesus would come to our house to live with us, as He 
lived in the house of Mary at Bethany, what sort of a 
greeting should we give to Him ? I was in Liverpool 
once when the Queen of England was about to visit 
the town, and I went along the way she was to go. 
What a beautiful way it was ! Gorgeous banners on 
every side of it ; arches of flowers and branches of trees ; 
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mottoes of ** Welcome to Liverpool!" "Long live 
our noble Queen 1" "Glorious Victoria!" "England's 
Pride ! " and many others, worked in bright colours by 
thousands of loyal hands, were fastened on the walls, 
wherever the eye turned. Ranged all along both sides 
of the way were men and women and children — thou- 
sands of them — poor and rich, all alike eager to get a 
glimpse of the royal face ; where they had been waiting 
for hours, in drenching rain, too. The soldiers were 
there, the policemen were there, sailors from every land 
were there, the mayor, and the magistrates, and the 
merchants — all the town was there, joined together in 
one thrilling expectation. And all this grandeur and joy 
was there because that was the way of the Queen of 
England. What kind of a way, then, should we make 
for the King of Heaven? If He were coming, with 
what arches, what banners, what mottoes, what faces 
should we greet Him ? 

And when the Queen came along the way that was 
prepared, what peals of joy rang! Bands of music 
played their sweetest, loudest strains; the chimes of 
churches pealed as they had never pealed before ; the 
cannon on the quay and on the ships boomed ; but, 
as though the many waving banners were not enough, 
and the loud playing music of bell and trumpet and 
roaring cannon failed to tell their hearts' gladness, ever}^ 
lady's handkerchief and every boy's cap became a 
banner, and every voice, from the oldest man's to the 
youngest girl's, made the heavens above ring with shouts 
of " Hurrah 1 God save the Queen !" 
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What, then, should the welcome be if the King of 
Glory were on the way? Well, if Jesus could have 
His wish, it would not be the welcome of waving 
banners, floral arches, pealing bells, and booming 
cannon. The ladies and the boys would not wave 
handkerchief and cap ; the old men and girls would 
not shout His welcome. Their joy might be greater — 
yes, ought to be far greater than when such glad signs 
are shown — but to please Jesus, it must find another 
and very different way to tell itself. We were reading 
just now how something like the Queen's welcome 
to Liverpool was once given to Jesus on His way to 
Jerusalem. Before and behind Him were people wild 
with delight and shouting, **Hosanna!'* children's 
voices adding their high music to the song. I 
fancy I see the boys climbing the trees, risking their 
necks to break off the branches, competing heartily 
with the men as to who should get the biggest and 
the most. I see the girls unfastening their little gay 
shawls from their heads and shoulders, and crushing 
through the crowd to get near to put them on the 
ground, counting themselves happy if His ass but trod 
upon them, and watching to be sure that it did really 
tread right on theirs. Yes, the children helped to pre- 
pare that way of the Lord. They, too, were its moving 
band of music, and sang in happiest, loudest strains. 
Few felt as the children did the deep pleasure of being 
with Jesus. He said many things they could not under- 
stand, but they understood Him; they knew that He 
was their friend, that He loved them, and that they 
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loved Him too. The children would have done some- 
thing like this many a time and long before ; it was 
in their hearts to do it, but they had not had the 
chance — no, old people, till now, led the way. 

It was not a very great affair, after all, that triumphal 
road — nothing like so grand as what it might have been 
and should have been to be worthy of Jesus. If all the 
roses of Eve's first Paradise had been there to strew 
the way, and fairer banners than fairies ever wove had 
waved, and all the vast choirs of heaven had gone 
before, and followed after, singing their choicest music, 
and all the golden harps, with the harpers that harp 
before the throne of God, had accompanied the singers 
in their song; and if the thunders, charmed from their 
wonted blackness and anger into brightness and joy, 
had lifted up their voices and filled all the sky with 
hosannas and blessings — even then the reception would 
have been altogether unworthy of Jesus. Still, Jesus 
liked that simple, rude affair; for kind hearts had done 
it all. It had been a gala day to children's love, and 
so it had been a gala day to Him. 

And so from these children's rejoicings we learn 
something about a way for Jesus. For His way, love 
prepares everything — the banners, the flowers, the bands 
of music, the pealing bells, the loud welcomes — all 
these are love. It was a rough and steep road that 
Jesus was riding on ; but there is nothing rough or 
steep to Jesus when He is loved. They were rough 
and common signs of gladness — bits of trees and poor 
people's clothes ; but nothing is rude or common to 



174 Sunday Evenings with my Children. 

Jesus if it speaks a sincere love. We all know what 
it is to feel like that, because, as the Bible says, we are 
all made in His image. It must have been incon- 
venient, perhaps a little dangerous, to have branches 
and clothes roughly strewn under the feet of His ass, 
on a steep road too ; but Jesus felt neither incon- 
venience nor danger, for He was loved. Rough places 
were made smooth, crooked places were made straight, 
valleys were exalted, hills were made low, everything 
was easy, delightful, because everywhere was love. He 
was riding, not on the earth, but in warm hearts. 
There, and there only, is " the way of the Lord." 

Now, when the Queen was about to go to Liverpool, 
she sent a message to tell the people she was coming. 
So Jesus sends a message. John the Baptist was one 
messenger, Isaiah was another messenger, Paul, and 
John, and Peter were other messengers, and all your 
friends who tell you of Jesus are His messengers. And 
they have all one message, ** Prepare ye the way of the 
Lord." You remember the rest of John's message, 
** Make straight in the desert a highway for our God." 
** A highway for our God !" Is that the work for boys 
and girls? ** A highway for our God!" Yes; and it 
is easier for a child than for a man. Your heart is 
** the desert." Your love is ** the way." When happy 
because you love Him and because He loves you, and 
when trying to obey Him, then your heart is a beautiful 
way of God, then ** the desert" is no longer a desert — it 
blossoms ; it is like a fair garden of roses ; and not a 
spot in the fair heaven would He choose before it. 



WHAT ARE WE TO DO WITH OUR 

TROUBLES ? 



SERVICE XXI. 



HYMN. 



A little ship was on the sea, 

It was a pretty sight ; 
It sailed along so pleasantly. 

And all was calm and bright. 

When lo ! a storm began to rise : 
The wind blew loud and strong; 

It blew the clouds across the skies, 
It blew the waves along. 

And all but One were sore afraid 

Of sinking in the deep : 
His head was on a pillow laid, 

And He was fast asleep. 



" Master, we perish ; Master, save ! " 
They cried. Their Master heard ; 

He rose, rebuked the wind and wave. 
And stilled them with a word. 

He to the storm says, " Peace ; be still.*' 

The raging billows cease ; 
The mighty winds obey His will, 

And all are hushed to peace. 

O well we know it was the Lord, 
Our Saviour and our Friend, 

Whose care of those who trust His word. 
Will never, never end. 



LESSON. — Mark i. 29-42. 

And straightway, when they were come out of the 
synagogue, they came into the house of Simon and 
Andrew, with James and John. Now Simon's wife's 
mother lay sick of a fever ; and straightway they tell 
Him of her : and He came and took her by the hand, 
and raised her up ; and the fever left her, and. she 
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ministered unto them. And at even, when the sun did 
set, they brought unto Him all that were sick, and them 
that were possessed with devils. And all the city was 
gathered together at the door. And He healed many 
that were sick with divers diseases, and cast out many 
devils ; and He suffered not the devils to speak, because 
they knew Him. And in the morning, a great while 
before day, He rose up and went out, and departed into 
a desert place, and there prayed. And Simon and they 
that were with him followed after Him ; and they found 
Him, and say unto Him, All are seeking Thee. And He 
saith unto them. Let us go elsewhere into the next 
towns, that I may preach there also ; for to this end 
came I forth. And He went into their synagogue's 
throughout all Galilee, preaching and casting out devils. 
And there cometh to Him a leper, beseeching Him, 
and kneeling down to Him, and saying unto Him, If 
Thou wilt Thou canst make me clean. And being 
moved with compassion, He stretched forth His hand, 
and touched him, and saith unto him, I will ; be thoii 
made clean. And straightway the leprosy departed 
from him, and he was made clean. 

PRA YER. 

O God, Whose love is very great, Whose goodness 
and mercy are in everything that happens, help us to 
believe in Thee, and to pray our prayers to Thee* We 
have sorrows and troubles, but they are sent for our 
good, and if we love Thee and trust in Thee they will 
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become great blessings to us. Help us to be glad that 
Thou dost care for us ; and both by pleasures and by 
pains make us to grow into better and happier children 
of Thine, for Jesus Christ's sake. — "Our Father," &c. 



SERMON. 

" I cried unto Ihe Lord, and He heard me." — A'lii^ David. 

What are we to do with our troubles ? Everybody 
has troubles, little people as well as big ones, home 
troubles, and school troubles — some of which we make 
for ourselves, and some which others make for us. 

N 
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" I cried unto the Lord, and He heard me, and 
delivered me from all my troubles," said King David, 
long, long years ago. But I can tell you of a little 
child who cried unto the Lord, and He heard her and 
delivered her out of her troubles, for God is no 
respecter of persons. Old and young, big and little 
ones too, are all the objects of His care. 

Lucy was a little girl who, like all other little girls, 
had a birthday once a year. But she was more 
fortunate than tens of thousands of poorer girls, for 
she had always presents on that day, many and hand- 
some. This birthday that I am to tell you about she 
began in unusual happiness, soon to change into, for 
her, unusual misery. Amongst the many presents 
which she found lying on the side-table when, all 
smiles and hopes, she entered the breakfast-room, was 
one in a long, narrow parcel. It was the largest of all, 
and it was from auntie ; loving, generous auntie. 
What could it be ? It would, at least, be sure to be 
something very, ver}- nice. After a hasty and happy 
glance at all the rest of the things, Lucy begged 
mamma to open the long, narrow parcel. The string 
was cut, the cover was unfolded, and lo ! a beautiful 
white satin-paper box, with gilt edges and gilt comers, 
appeared. 

But the box was not the present — it had something in 
it. So on tiptoe of excitement Lucy lifted the lid ; still 
the present was not seen, only pretty lace frilling all 
along the edges inside the box, which covered whatever 
there was beneath. " What could it be, wdth such a 
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very pretty box to carry it and such delicate frills to 
cover it?" thought delighted Lucy, and she turned the 
frills back and looked underneath, but only to see a roll 
of paper. Then the roll of paper was lifted out of the 
box and carefully unrolled, when, what do you think 
she found ? a beautiful blue parasol ! It had a smooth 
white handle, which doubled in the middle, a white silk 
lining, and a deep blue fringe ; and it was as delicate 
and pretty a thing as heart could wish. At the sight of 
it Lucy was in ecstasies of delight. At once she put it 
up and strutted round the room with it, happy as a 
queen. 

In a minute or two a thought struck Lucy. She 
went to the window and, having looked out into the 
road, she turned to her mamma and said, in her most 
loving way, **0h, mamma! do let me go out for a walk. 
It will be so nice to go for a walk, mamma.'* ** Well, 
yes, my darling, you may go, though it is not a very 
nice day." **And with my parasol?" asked Lucy. 
" With your parasol ! " exclaimed mamma, and then, 
looking out of the window at the very dull, February 
sky, and with a smile on her kind face she added, 
** There is no need of a parasol such a dull day as to- 
day." 

Now, the day was, as mamma had said, dull, and 
mist lay on the fields. It looked, too, like rain. But 
poor Lucy, almost in tears at her mamma's decision, 
pleaded, ** Oh, do let me take my parasol ! it tnay be 
fine. The sun might come out. Do, dear mamma, 
do let me take it." 

N 2 
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Now Lucy's mamma was very fond of Lucy, and she 
did not want her to do a foolish thing and to be laughed 
at by all the girls of the village ; so she said, very gently, 
** No, my pet ; you may go for a walk, but not with your 
parasol." Then Lucy burst into tears, and forgetting 
that it was unwise as well as naughty to be self-willed, 
she said, ** Oh ! mamma, it is unkind — it is unkind." 

At length, as it was Lucy's birthday, and her mamma 
was especially unwilling on that day to grieve her, Lucy 
was permitted to go her walk and to take her parasol. 
Lucy was delighted, but Lucy's kind mamma was very 
sorry, almost angry. 

Gay and glad, away tripped Lucy down the village, 
all the way thinking how people must admire her blue 
parasol, then into the fields to return home another 
way. The footpath in the fields was of wet and 
slippery clay, and the clay stuck to Lucy's boots. Now, 
as she was mounting a stile, — which was like a little 
ladder up one side of a hedge-bank and down the other, 
— at the top round her little muddy boots slipped. She 
fell forward with all her weight on to her blue parasol, 
and, sad to tell, crushed the beautiful silk into the mud, 
and broke the handle right in two. Poor Lucy ! When 
she stood over her ruined treasure, and saw what she 
had done, how miserable she was, and oh, what tears 
she shed ! She had hurt herself, but that was not the 
reason for her misery and tears — her mind was in 
trouble. Her first thought was of her mamma, then of 
her own self-will, then of what auntie would say. 

With a broken heart she picked up the parasol, and, 
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as best she could, rubbed off the dirt from the si'.k with 
her handkerchief. But what could she do with the 
handle ? " Oh, what shall I do — what shall I do ?" she 
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sobbed, as through blinding tears she looked at her 
broken present. Then Lucy thought of God, and of 
how her mother had taught her that God heard prayer, 
and she wondered if God would hear her prayer, and if 
He would mend her parasol, and help her out of her 
great trouble. Then she said to herself she would try. 

So away she trudged, looking for a quiet comer in 
the field, where nobody could see her, and when she had 
found one, putting the broken pieces of the handle to- 
gether and pressing them with all her little might, 
broken-hearted and wretched, she kneeled down, shut 
her eyes, and prayed. It was an earnest prayer. Then 
she looked at the parasol handle and gently tried it, but 
it was broken still. And again she shut her eyes, and 
prayed, even more earnestly than before, " O God, do 
mend my parasol!" — and then, thinking of her own 
self-will — '* I will be a good girl if you will. Oh, do 
mend it." Then she opened her eyes again, and gently 
touched the broken part, but only to find that it was not 
mended. So poor Lucy had another good cry, and 
wished — oh, how much! — that she had done what her 
mamma wanted her to do. But it was all too late now, 
and God would not help her. 

At length she arrived at her home, rang the bell, and, 
at the opening of the door, rushed into her mamma's 
room, told her mamma her trouble, and added, " and I 
asked God to mend it, and He wouldn't ; I've been so 
naughty. Oh, mamma! do forgive me;" and she fell 
into her mamma's arms and sobbed as if she must sob 
her little soul away. 
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Now, the sight of the greatness of poor Lucy's grief, 
and especially the fact that Lucy had thought of God 
in her trouble, softened and pleased mamma so much, 
that she replied at once, ** Oh, yes, Lucy, Fll forgive 
you ; don't cry so. Let us pray together, my pet, that 
God may help Lucy to give up her own will." So what 
Lucy most feared — her mamma's displeasure — passed 
away, and they prayed. And Lucy loved her mamma 
more from that day, and mamma loved her Lucy more. 
She had another parasol, and', what was more precious 
to Lucy even than that, another and a better spirit. 

And so God answered Lucy's prayer. She cried 
unto God in her troubles, and He delivered her out of 
them all. Only her way out of them was one, and God^s 
way out of them was another — a way, too, as Lucy knew 
in the end, far better than hers. He did more than 
she had asked — He turned away the anger of her 
mamma ; He gave her, too, a whole-handled parasol ; 
but He did far more — He gave her a wiser mind, a more 
submissive will, and the beginning of a happier, more 
loving, and more beloved life. 



GOD OVER ALL. 



SERVICE XXII. 



HYMN. 



Suppose the little cowslip 

Should hang its golden cup, 
And say, ** I'm such a tiny flower, 

rd better not grow up." 
How many a weary traveller 

Would miss its fragrant smell ! 
How many a little child would grieve 

To miss it from the dell ! 

Suppose the glistening dcwdrop 

Upon the grass should say, 
" What can a little dewdrop do ? 

rd better roll away." 
The blade on which it rested, 

Before the day was done, 
Without a drop to moisten it, 

Would wither in the sun. 



Suppose the little breezes, 

Upon a summer*s day, 
Should think themselves too small to cool 

The traveller on his way. 
Who would not miss the smallest 

And softest ones that blow, 
And think they made a great mistake 

If they were talking so ? 

How many deeds of kindness 

A little child may do, 
Although it has so little strength, 

And little wisdom too ! 
It wants a loving spirit. 

Much more than strength, to prove 
How many things a child may do 

For others by its love. 



LESSON. — Mark iv. 35-41. 

And on that day, when the even was come, He saith 
unto them. Let us go over unto the other side. And 
leaving the multitude, they take Him with them, even 
as He was, in the boat. And other boats were with Him. 
And there ariseth a great storm of wind, and the waves 




" How many things • child may do 
For others by its love." 
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beat into the boat, insomuch that the boat was now 
filling. And He Himself was in the stem, asleep on 
the cushion : and they awake Him, and say unto Him, 
Master, carest Thou not that we perish ? And He awoke, 
and rebuked the wind, and said unto the sea. Peace, be 
still. And the wind ceased, and there was a great calm. 
And He said unto them. Why are ye fearful ? have ye 
not yet faith ? And they feared exceedingly, and said 
one to another. Who then is this, that even the wind 
and the sea obey Him ? 

PR A YER. 

O Christ, Who wast so good and kind to needy men 
and women and children when they came to Thee on 
earth, no heart that ever prayed a prayer to Thee was 
sent away unblest, and we are taught that Thou art 
just like our Father Who is in heaven. May our hearts, 
therefore, have a happy trust in God, and pray to Him 
prayers full of hope. Make us certain and joyful that 
no heart is ours so truly as the heart of our God and 
Father in heaven. Do this, we pray, for Thine own 
sake.— " Our Father,'' &c. 



SERMON. 

"Ye are not under the law, but under grace." — St. Paul. 

My dear child, I cannot tell you how much I want you 
never to think of God as too great to care for your 
little daily needs. It is so common to think of Him 
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as far away, apart from us and from all our little affairs. 
But I want you to think of Him as a God near you, 
with strong living feelings full of beauty and hope ; 
stronger than everything, and always on your side. 

I have read a story of an American girl, a child of a 
Vermont farmer, which will help you to feel what a 
glorious thing it is, that though we live under law, yet 
over us, and over all law, and over all people, is a 
living, loving God, Whom all who know bless for ever- 
more. Blossom was the girPs name, and she had a 
brother Ben, who was a soldier in the American army ; 
and he had been condemned to death. He had broken 
the law ; still he did not deserv^e to die : he was a noble 
youth, and his veiy goodness of heart had brought about 
his doom. But his goodness of heart did not matter to 
the law; somehow, no matter how, he had broken the 
law — that was enough ; so he was tried, and condemned 
to be shot. It was a terrible doom, and when the 
tidings of it reached his father's house in Vermont, 
you may imagine what a broken-hearted family there 
was ; and it all seemed the more sad because with 
the story of the dreadful doom came also the story of 
how it all happened. The army had marched through 
a long and weary day, beneath a burning sun, and 
when at night it reached the camp, all the soldiers were 
weary, and some were ill. 

Among those who were ill was a companion of Ben's. 
For the last few miles of the road he had been scarcely 
able to drag himself along, and now the march was 
finished, he fell down upon his mattress, too weak to 
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stand. But it was this sick man's duty to go on watch 
that night — that is, to tramp backwards and forwards, 
keeping guard whilst the rest slept. But he was clearly 
far too weak and ill, so pitiful Ben, scarcely more fit, 
generously volunteered to take the duty for him, and 
having seen his poor comrade to bed, he trudged out 
into the night. What would he have given to have 
had before his work but one hour's sleep ! But sleep 
was impossible, and he bravely kept up. Yet, do what 
he would, he was drowsy. As he walked to and fro his 
eyelids became like lead, and would close over his eyes; 
when he stood for a moment to lean himself against 
some support, he dozed, nodded, and woke himself, 
and away he marched again. At length sleep com- 
pletely overwhelmed him ; and as he stood, his head 
fell forward onto the muzzle of his gun, and with 
his brow resting there, he fell soundly asleep, and 
while he slept he was discovered and led off to prison. 
Next morning he was tried and found guilty, and 
sentenced to suffer the penalty of the law. He had 
slept at his post, and was condemned to be shot. 

When the family of the poor youth read the story, it 
seemed dreadful beyond anything they had ever known 
that he should have to die through having a kind 
heart, and it utterly crushed them all — father, mother, 
sister, and servants. The house was filled with lamen- 
tation and mourning. 

When the dreadful letter was finished. Blossom 
rushed to her room and shut herself in, venting her 
helpless anguish on those wicked men who were going 
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to dare to kill her brother; forgetting that they were 
** under the law/' and juvSt as helpless as herself. Her 
brother, of whom they were all so proud, around whose 
neck she had so often thrown these very arms, whose 
cheek she had rubbed with her own, as they sat to- 
gether on the soft hearthrug before the parlour fire, 
who was so good and kind, and who was loved by 
everybody — he was to be shot ! The anguish was too 
great for her. Her heart seemed breaking. She paced 
the room with uplifted face, then she stood as if petri- 
fied, and looking through the window; then she suddenly 
shrieked wildly, threw up her arms, turned away, and 
flung herself on the bed, crying, *' Oh, my brother, my 
darling brother!" And she writhed in fierce, helpless 
agony. 

At length a thought struck her. She knew that the 
President of the States was a noble man. The story 
of Ben, his goodness, his kindness, his bravery, even 
in the very deed through which he had been con- 
demned, must move such a man as Mr. Lincoln. 
Then she became almost ill with the desire that 
somebody should go at once and tell him. Visions 
of Ben's return to freedom, to life, to home again 
started in her fancy, and became the one passion of 
her soul. In that one thing was there hope — the 
President's heart ! She would go to the President, 
and get at his heart. She would not leave it to 
another. There was need of haste: to-morrow was the 
day he was to be killed ! there might be difficulties — 
she would go herself. Oh ! if he but knew how good 
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her brother was, he would be sure to set aside the 
law and cancel the order, and let him live. With 
every moment's thought she became less sorrowful, 
more happy, almost exultant ; she was sure she had 
only to tell Mr. Lincoln and he must grant her re- 
quest, and there was a train to Washington that night. 
She opened her money-box — there was enough money 
in it to pay her fare. It was settled. She would go. 

When the time came for Blossom to start, her only 
fear was that her movements should be known at 
home. They would perhaps laugh at her plan, 
perhaps forbid her to go. She left a note on her 
dressing-table, to be found in the morning, quietly 
stole out of the house into the dark lanes, and, once 
clear of the house, took to her heels in wild excite- 
ment. At other times, the darkness, the sighing 
winds, the weird and moving shadows, and the lone 
road would have frightened her ; but now she saw 
nothing, felt nothing but the one vision, President 
Lincoln, and the one thrill, the rapture of Ben's 
deliverance. She reached the station just in time for 
the train, and was thankful when she found herself 
swinging along to Washington. Early next morning, 
made strong and bold by her great love and its 
awfully serious business, she managed to get to the 
door of the President's room. As she lifted the knocker 
to knock for admission, it made her for a moment 
sick to think how much would happen between her 
going in and coming out of that room. The knocker 
fell. 
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** Come in," replied a firm voice from within. She 
timidly opened the door, and stood within it. 

"Well?" said the President, when he saw so uncom- 
mon a sight, a little girl in such a place. Then, 
observing how sad and pale the little speechless face 
looked, he put much tenderness into his tone — **Well, 
my little child, what do you want ? " 

'* Oh, Bennie's life, please, sir!" she exclaimed, 
as she burst into tears and rushed forward. 

" Bennie ! Who is Bennie ? " 

** He is my brother, sir. O sir, they're going to 
shoot him for sleeping at his post ; and it was all 
kindness — kindness to Jemmy, sir! " 

"Kindness to Jemmy! And who is Jemmy, my 
child ? What is it all about ? " said the President, 
taking Blossom's hand in his, and encouraging the 
broken-hearted girl to tell her tale. 

Then, looking with her sad, earnest face straight 
into his, she told him how it was Jemmy's turn on 
duty, and how Jemmy was ill, and Ben, out of pity, 
had taken his place ; how he was too wearj'^ for it — 
for he had before carried his own baggage and 
Jemmy's too — " and they're going to kill him 500;/," 
she added with a shudder, her tiny fingers con- 
vulsively clutching his great hand. 

When she had finished her pleadings, the President 
put his elbow upon the table and his head fell into his 
hand as he thought for a moment, one awful moment. 
She had failed, had she ? or had she won ? The room 
swam round; she could see nothing till the ring of a 
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bell awoke her. A messenger was entering, and the 
President was just finishing a letter which he folded 
and bid be despatched at once. 

** Your brother will be all right, my child, and he will 
come home with Jemmy for a furiough. God bless 
you, and good-bye ! '* 

Then she had won ! Oh, the rapture of her young 
heart ! Before she was well out of the great man's 
presence, it was pouring itself out in streams of 
delicious grateful tears. Ben was saved. Shortly 
after that, you will like to know, he came home in life 
and freedom, the trophy of a sister's love. 

Now, in this lovely story, I want you to see a 
picture of the heart-work of the great Ruler over all, 
God, and to rejoice that you do not live under His 
laws but under Himself and His large generous 
delight in mercy. '*God is our refuge and strength; a 
very present help in time of trouble." To all true 
hearts He is what Abraham Lincoln was to that young 
girl: a living, loving, feeling friend. 

And things move God that cannot move a mere law- 
judge. He has compassions. He listens to the cry of 
true hearts, for true hearts are like His own: they came 
from Him. The little girl found that she and the ruler of 
the United States had hearts alike. So those who cry 
unto God find a heart one with their own; He feels their 
desires and is able to do exceeding above all that they ask. 

When, then, your heart is sunk in genuine fear 
and sorrow, tell it unto the Lord, cry unto Him. 
The mighty God is your friend, and He is '* over all," 
worthy to be blessed for evermcre. 



WATCH AND PRAY. 



SERVICE XXIII. 



HYMN. 



Watch, lest Satan tempt you ; 

Watch, obey the Lord ; 
Watch ! 'Tis Jesus calling — 

Keep His warning Word. 

Satan ever watches, 
Watches against you, 

And the souls he seeketh 
Must be watching too. 



Watch, for Jesus watches 
Helping you to fight 

With the sin that tempts you, 
And to do the right. 

Watching is your safety, 
This will win the day. 

When he sees you watching, 
Satan goes away. 



Children I hate all evil, 
Love the right to do ; 

Keep the word of Jesus, 
Be His soldiers true. 



LESSON. — Ltike xxii. 31-46. 

Simon, Simon, behold, Satan asked to have you, that 
he might sift you as wheat : but I made supplication 
for thee, that thy faith fail not : and do thou, when 
once thou hast turned again, stablish thy brethren. 
And he said unto Him, Lord, with Thee I am ready to 
go both to prison and to death. And He said, I tell 
thee, Peter, the cock shall not crow this day, until thou 
shalt thrice deny that thou knowest Me. And He said 

o 
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unto them, When I sent you forth without purse, and 
wallet, and shoes, lacked ye anything ? And they said, 
Nothing. And He said unto them But now, he that 
hath a purse, let him take it, and likewise a wallet: 
and he that hath none, let him sell his cloke, and buy 
a sword. For I say unto you, that this which is 
written must be fulfilled in Me, And He was reckoned 
with transgressors : for that which concerneth Me hath 
fulfilment. And they said. Lord, behold, here are two 
swords. And He said unto them. It is enough. 
And He came out, and went, as His custom was, 
unto the mount of Olives ; and the disciples also 
followed Him. And when He was at the place, He 
said unto them. Pray that ye enter not into temptation. 
And He was parted from them about a stone's cast ; 
and He kneeled down and prayed, saying, Father, if 
Thou be willing, remove this cup from Me : neverthe- 
less not My will, but Thine, be done. And there 
appeared unto Him an angel from heaven, strengthen- 
ing Him. And being in an agony He prayed more 
earnestly: and His sweat became as it were great 
drops of blood falling down upon the ground. And 
when He rose up from His prayer. He came unto the 
disciples, and found them sleeping for sorrow, and said 
unto them. Why sleep ye ? rise and pray, that ye enter 
not into temptation. 

PRA YER. 

O Lord Jesus, Who hast told us to watch and pray 
because the evil one is ever ready to lead us to think 
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sinful thoughts and to do sinful actions ; help us in this 
Thy will, and give us good success. May our hearts 
love righteousness and hate iniquity. Help us to 
feel aright. May we have sincere pain at the mere 
thought of doing what is unmerciful, or unkind, or 
untrue, or an}ihing which is wrong and in any way 
whatsoever unlike Thee; and make us to side only with 
what is good and pure, lovely and well-pleasing to 
Thee.—*' Our Father," &c. 

SERMON. 

" W^atch and pray, lest ye enter into temptation.** — Jc%u^ Christ. 

Few sights would please a boy more than that of the 
wild hart on its native mountains and across its native 
deserts. Its form is full of grace, and its bounding 
motion is the very image of free, joyous life. It bounds 
along the level fields, leaps across brooks and chasms, 
and mounts up from point to point on the mountain 
sides in a way that is perfectly lovely. The pretty 
creature is as gentle as it is swift, and as timid in one 
way as it is brave in another. Whilst, with the greatest 
confidence and safety, it will plunge into dangers 
which the boldest hunter would fear, it is yet sensi- 
tive and timid as a child. King David noticed the 
habits of this desert beauty. He wrote about it as 
the roe, the hind, and the hart. The roe and hind are 
the male and female hart, and the young hinds are their 
children. One thing about the hart which David 
noticed made him pray to be like it ; and to know 
what David meant, let us go where he often went, away 
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to one of the plains where a herd is feeding. Yonder 
they are. You must go cautiously if you wish to get at 
all near, not speaking, and keeping well behind the 
shrubs, stooping down, too, lest your head should be 
seen ; for they are wisely afraid of man, for they know 
that he is a hunter of them, and seeks them to kill. 
You must even tread softly, for the sound of a footstep 
will send them flying away to the hills. There ! now 
we are in full sight of them. See ! they have heard 
something. How they start erect and peer about in 
excited wonder ! See their quick, anxious glance. We 
will move out of our hiding, and show ourselves. The 
moment they see us away they dash to the hills, up the 
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narrow path, from rock to rock, where no foot of man 
can follow, till they rest far out of both sight and 
danger. 

Now, David had often seen a sight just like that, and 
his soul seemed to be like the hart which the hunters 
seek, and sin was like the hunters behind the bush, 
stealing near to destroy ; and he thought of God as the 
rocks on the high hills — the hart's refuge, to which it flies 
for safety. God was David's refuge, his rock, his high 
tower. On this side and on that, hidden from view, 
stealthily creeping nearer, like a hunter to his prey, 
were all kinds of sins ; and from them all his heart fled 
to God crying out for help, as swiftly and as cheerfully 
as the frightened hart flies from the arrows and the dogs 
and the hunters : ** Thou, God, art my rock and my 
refuge, to which I will continually resort.'' 

Now, every act and word and thought which is mean 
or false, or selfish or impure, seeks after your soul to 
destroy it. These things, like the hunter of the hart, 
hide themselves. They do not look like what they are. 
Ask what it is you are going to say — Is it true ? What 
are you about to do ? — Is it kind ? 

** Watch and pray," said Jesus to His disciples ; and 
if we would be His disciples we must try to do this. 
We must first watch ! How the timid roe watches ! 
The moment it hears that slight sound of danger, how 
quickly it lifts its head, pricks up its ears, and turns a 
sharp eye in the direction from which the sound comes ! 
So we are to watch, to keep our eyes open, and look 
well at our thoughts and actions; asking the question. 
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Is this good ? Is that right ? We are to be wide 
awake not to do evil : this is watching. And we are to 
pray as well as watch. To pray is to be really anxious 
to keep out of sin. How anxious the startled animal 
was to get out of danger ! — its first want, and for the 
time its only want. So we ought to want to keep 
out of sin, and at the first moment of temptation, to be 
up and away at once. When tempted to tell stories, 
to be unkind, or to take what they ought not to take, or 
to do any other thing that is not right, people do not 
always long to escape. They sometimes say, ** Oh, there 
is not much harm in that,'' and ** If I do it nobody will 
know." They linger about whilst the hunter of the soul 
is in the bush making ready his arrows and unloosing 
his dogs ; not so the wise little roe. It never says, 
" Oh, it is only a little whine of the dogs that I hear. 
If the arrow does wound me, nobody will see ;" but at 
the very first suspicion of something wrong, swift as the 
wind it dashes away to the hills, from whence cometh its 
help. With us, wanting to please the good and loving 
God, that is our refuge. Really want to do right, and you 
are a thousand miles away from the hunter's bush. 
Look out against what is wrong, my child, and honestly 
want to be far from it, and God will deliver thee. 
Watch and pray. 



THE GRACE OF JESUS 



SERVICE XXIV. 



HYMN. 



It is a thing most wonderful, 
Almost too wonderful to be, 

That God*8 own Son should come from 
heaven, 
And die to save a child like me. 

And yet I know that it is true ; 

He came to this poor world below, 
And wept, and toiled, and mourned, and 
died. 

Only because He loved us so. 

I cannot tell how He could love 
A child so weak and full of sin ; 

His love must be most wonderful 
If He could die my love to win. 



I sometimes think about the Cross 
And shut my eyes, and try to see 

The cruel nails and crown of thorns. 
And Jesus crucified for me. 

But, even could I see Him die, 
I could but see a little part 

Of that great Love, which, like a 
fire. 
Is always burning in His heart. 

It is most wonderful to know 
His love for me so firee and sure ; 

But 'tis more wonderful to see 
My love for Him so faint and 
poor. 



And yet I want to love Thee, Lord ; 

Oh, light the flame within my heart, 
And I will love Thee more and more. 

Until I see Thee as Thou art. 



LESSON. — Luke iv. 16-22. 

And He came to Nazareth, where He had been 
brought up : and He entered, as His custom was, into 
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the synagogue on the Sabbath day, and stood up to 
read. And there was delivered unto Him the book of 
the prophet Isaiah. And He opened the book, and found 
the place where it was written, The Spirit of the Lord 
is upon me, because He anointed me to preach good 
tidings to the poor: He hath sent me to proclaim 
release to the captives, and recovering of sight to the 
blind, to set at liberty them that are bruised, to proclaim 
the acceptable year of the Lord. And He closed the 
book, and gave it back to the attendant, and sat down : 
and the eyes of all in the synagogue were fastened on 
Him. And He began to say unto them, To-day hath 
this scripture been fulfilled in your ears. And all bare 
Him witness, and wondered at the words of grace which 
proceeded out of His mouth : and they said. Is not this 
Joseph's son ? 



PR A YER. 

O Jesus Christ, Whose boyhood's life was lovely to 
both God and man, we pray that the same spirit 
which was in Thee may be in us also, so that by the 
kindness and truthfulness and nobility of all we say and 
of all we do, we may be Thy true followers. May 
the loveliness and goodness of God be seen in our spirit 
and behaviour at all times, and more and more. We 
are glad that we are always loved of God ; help us, 
we pray, that by a heart and life like Thine, we may 
become well-pleasing to Him. — ** Our Father," &c. 



The Grace of Jesus. 




SERMON. 

" Ye know the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ ; hoiv, though He was 
rich, yet for our sakes He became poor, that we through His povertj- 
might be rich.— 5(. Paul. 

You know what things we call graceful. We don't 
speak of thunderstorms or even of sunsets as graceful. 
The storm may be magnificent or terrible or grand, and 
the sunset may be glorious or splendid, but we never 
call them graceful. Things that are graceful are beau- 
tiful, but their beauty is of a quiet and gentle sort, and 
its quietness and gentleness is a part of what charms us. 
The swan floating on peaceful water has that special 
something in its beauty which we call graceful. So, too, 
has the tall tree whose longer, tender branches droop 
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softh down touard the earth 
So has the tin\ iir\ bluebell 
hans^ing from its slendei 
bendmt^ stem All quiet 
eis\ beautiful forms, and 
motions a\\ aken a special 
kmd of pleasure in us ind 
when we feel that we call 
what awakens it graceful. 
This is the grace of nature. 
But human souls have 
grace: men do deeds which 
are full of grace. Some 
people have such a verv, 
very beautiful way of doing 
kind things, their kindnesses 
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are so entirely without eflfort and so free from one tiny bit 
of selfishness — they come from them so freely, so easily, 
so naturally — ^that men are charmed almost more with 
the way the thing was done than with the thing itself. 
Then we speak of it as ** a graceful thing to do,'' or per- 
haps we are deeply moved and call it **full of grace/' 

Perhaps you would like a story better than a talk 
about words. Well, listen then to this ; it is of a 
rough American soldier, a man with a tender and strong 
heart, doing a graceful deed. Wounded on a battle-field, 
he had been carried down to a ship that took wounded 
soldiers from the battle-field away to a hospital. His 
wounds gave him dreadful pain, and the carrying and 
shaking over a rough road down to the ship made it 
more dreadful still. At the ship he had been hoisted 
out of a little boat up its side on to the deck by a crane, 
which had made his anguish past bearing. From the 
deck he had to be let down into the hold of the 
ship, and then carried away to a bed. All the while 
the poor man moaned and cried out in unutterable 
pain. The bed to which they took him was in a small 
room called a cabin, where were three beds on shelves, 
one shelf above another, called berths. The bottom one 
was full, and as it would give most pain to hoist him 
up on to the bed at the top, he was laid on the one 
in the middle. And, oh how thankful was he when at 
last he was there, and the liftings and twistings and 
shakings of his wounded body were over! You can- 
not imagine the greatness of the pain he suffered. 
Well, just when his wounds had begun to throb a little 
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less through lying still upon his bed, and just as he was 
feeling deeply thankful to be there, they carried in 
another soldier wounded, bleeding, pale, and moaning in 
pain ; and the only bed for him, poor fellow ! was up 
there on the top shelf. Suddenly the soldier, who had 
just begun to rest on his bed, remembered that they 
had not put him up to the top because lifting there gave 
most pain ; so just as the carriers were about to lift up 
the fresh arrival there, moved with pity for him, he 
gasped with the little strength he had, " Stop ! I reckon 
ril stand hoisting better than him. Hoist me up there." 
And they did as he wished. And the grandeur of that 
kindly impulse is rightly called "full of grace." The 
kindness itself, and the way it was done have the needful 
quiet and solemn beauty. 

Let me tell you another story of a similar kind, and 
it shall be another soldier's story, because I want you 
to think that roughness and strength, may sometimes 
do deeds of pity and tenderness altogether lovely. In a 
dreadfully cold winter, many years ago, an army was 
flying from Moscow, a city in Russia. With this army 
there was a German prince and a few German soldiers. 
The land was covered with snow. They tramped 
through bitterly cold days, with little food, rested 
through more bitterly cold nights without beds, often 
without even a roof for shelter. One by one the 
marching soldiers had fallen down by the way and 
perished of cold and hunger. At length only a mere 
handful of them remained alive, the prince and a few 
common soldiers, and these were all nearly spent. The 
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litter day was ended and the night winds had begun to 
ilow when they came up to the storm-ruined remains 
if a hovel once built to shelter cattle. But in the 
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wild, snow-covered waste they did not despise it ; the 
little shelter from the sleet and wind of the coming 
night which this tumble-down shed could afford, even 
the child of a palace was glad of it ; and there, hungry, 
weary, and cold, he and his men lay down to sleep. 
The men were rough, stern-looking fellows, yet when 
they saw the prince so delicately brought up, used to 
comforts they had never known, spent, heart and body, 
come to such want, glad to sleep in such a place, they 
were moved with compassion ; and the sight of the 
worn man asleep, with no bed, no covering, sleeping, 
perhaps, his last sleep, was more than they could stand, 
and without a word they stripped off their own cloaks, 
and laid them all gently on him, one by one, lest they 
should awake him. He would not be so cold with 
these — perhaps he would live with their warmth. Then 
they threw themselves down to sleep. The night 
passed, and the prince awoke. " Where am I ? " was 
his first thought. ** Am I at home, in bed ?" He was 
so warm ; and he turned over and raised himself up to 
look about. He was not at home. All around was 
snow, and all was silent save the wind, which whistled 
through the planks of the broken shed. Where were 
his men ? He stood up and looked, when, lo ! there 
they lay, huddled together to keep warm, not yet awake. 
He spoke, but they answered not. He advanced and 
touched them — they were dead ! Without their cloaks, 
too ! Where were their cloaks ? A glance towards 
where he had lain, and all was plain. The prince burst 
into tears. His men were dead ; they had died to save 
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him. Those poor fellows had done easily, quietly, and 
naturally a noble and beautiful deed, a deed in its kind 
and in its manner **full of grace.'* 

So ** grace'' in men's dealings with one another is a 
deed which is in itself good, very good, and which is 
done in the quietest, nicest possible way. When we 
see such deeds we cannot help admiring them, as we 
admire the motion of a swan or the form of a bluebell. 
As long as men do deeds like those soldiers did, there 
will always be something by which we may rise towards 
an understanding of the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ. 
Yes, my dear children, in their noblest and purest 
moments men are something like Him — as a bright 
little spark is something like the big, glowing fire from 
which it came out. Still it is only now and then that 
men do such lovely things ; but Christ always does. 
He is said to ht full of grace. It is not His actions only 
that catch our hearts and make them love and admire, 
it is Himself. His whole spirit is beautiful. What He 
does and the way He does it are always and altogether 
lovely. 



SAMUEL, GOD, AND DARKNESS 



SERVICE XXV. 



HYMN. 



Hushed was the evening hymn, 

The Temple courts were dark ; 
The lamp was burning dim 
Before the sacred ark ; 
When suddenly a voice divine 
Rang through th« silence of the shrine. 

The old man, meek and mild, 
The priest of Israel, slept ; 
His watch the Temple child. 
The little Levite kept ; 
And what from Eli's sense was sealed, 
God to a little boy revealed. 



Oh ! give me SamueFs ear, 

The open ear, O Lord, 
Alive and quick to hear 
Each whisper of Thy word : 
Like Him to answer at Thy call. 
And to obey Thee first of all. 

Oh ! give me Samuel's heart, 

A heart that does rejoice. 
When in Thine house Thou art, 
To hear Thy gentle voice 
By day and night, a heart that still 
Loves best of all to know Thy will. 



LESSON. — I Samuel iii. i-io. 

And the child Samuel ministered unto the Lord before 
Eli. And the word of the Lord was precious in those 
days ; there was no open vision. And it came to pass 
at that time, when Eli was laid down in his place, and 
his eyes began to wax dim, that he could not see ; and 
ere the lamp of God went out in the temple of the Lord, 
where the ark of God was, and Samuel was laid down 
to sleep, that the Lord called Samuel : and he answered, 
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Here am I. And he ran unto Eli, and vsaid, Here am I; 
for thou calledst me. And he said, I called not ; lie 
down again. And he went and lay down. And the 
Lord called yet again, Samuel. And Samuel arose and 
went to Eli, and said. Here am I ; for thou didst call 
me. And he answered, I called not, my son ; lie down 
again. Now Samuel did not yet know the Lord, neither 
was the word of the Lord yet revealed unto him. And 
the Lord called Samuel again the third time. And he 
arose and went to Eli, and said. Here am I ; for thou 
didst call me. And Eli perceived that the Lord had 
called the child. Therefore Eli said unto Samuel, Go, 
lie down; and it shall be, if He call thee, that thou shalt 
say, Speak, Lord ; for thy servant heareth. So Samuel 
went and lay down in his place. And the Lord came, 
and stood, and called as at other times, Samuel, Samuel. 
Then Samuel answered, Speak; for Thy servant heareth. 



PR A YER. 

God, Who art always gentle and tender towards 
little children, we thank Thee for the story of the boy 
Samuel hearing Thy voice in the darkness, and for all 
the sweet lessons that story teaches. Cast out from 
our hearts, we pray Thee, all thoughts that make us 
afraid of Thee. Help us to think true thoughts, that 
we may love Thee for Thy good and gentle ways with 
children, and trust Thee because Thou art so great and 
strong. We need kinder hearts to understand Thy 
kindness, and purer hearts to understand Thy holiness ; 

p 2 
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for Thou art better than all our best and sweetest 
thoughts. May we always think so, and live all our 
days in trust and hope. — ** Our Father," &c. 

SERMON. 

*'And Samuel was laid down to sleep, and the Lord called Samuel.*' — 

I Samuel iii. 3, 4. 

There are many, many fair and beautiful dispositions in 
the world, but the disposition of God is the fairest and 
most beautiful of all. This we know because God 
is like Christ Jesus. It was His spirit and disposition 
that shone out into Christ's life, and that was the fairest, 
loveliest life the world has q/er seen. Now, the boy 
Samuel, of whom I am going to tell you something — 
though without our advantages, as he had neither seen 
Jesus, nor been able to read about Him, for when 
Samuel lived Jesus had not yet come into the world — 
knew some very joyful things of God. About one of 
these I will tell you. 

One night Samuel heard the voice of God ! I dare 
say if any one had told him that he was going to hear 
the voice of so great and holy a Being, speaking to him, 
the little fellow would have felt afraid. To hear God 
speak ! Oh, that must be very dreadful ! for people seem 
naturally to think that the great and holy God must be 
terrible. Samuel had, doubtless, read how the children 
of Israel, when they heard the thunder on Sinai, and 
felt the mountain quake, said it was the voice of God, 
and they exceedingly feared and trembled ; and perhaps 
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Samuel would not think that God would make any 
difference when He was speaking to a little boy ; for 
the Bible says Samuel did not know God yet. 

When God spoke from Sinai, He was speaking to a 
great crowd — a crowd of grown-up people, and very 
hard-hearted and wicked people ; but when He spoke 
to Samuel, He was speaking to a boy, a little boy, all 
alone and in the dark night. 

Samuel, however, had no warning that God was going 
to speak to him. He did not know anything about it, 
and when the voice came he mistook it, so sweet and 
gentle was it, for the voice of kind old Eli. Samuel 
lived with Eli in the same house. It was night when 
the voice came, and both Eli and Samuel were in bed. 
** Samuel, Samuel,*' it said, and Samuel thought, 
** There is Eli calling me. Perhaps he's ill and wants 
something ; " for Eli was old. And Samuel lost no 
time in going to see what Eli might want. 

I cannot tell you how much I like to think of this 
mistaking the voice of God for EWs voice ; for the dear 
old Eli could not find in his heart to speak harshly to 
people. Even when his own boys were behaving badly, 
and doing wicked things, his voice was without one tone 
of harshness. It was a pity that it was so ; for his 
naughty and uncorrected boys grew up — as all naughty 
boys who are uncorrected do — to be bad and miserable 
men. But when the old man had to speak to Samuel 
there was no need for harshness. He found in him all 
that his fond heart longed for, and he could always 
speak to him in the tender tones he loved so well. And 
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I like to think, too, that the voice was mistaken for Eli's 
voice in the nighty when there would be more than usual 
tenderness through the old man's natural reluctance to 
wake him out of his first sleep. 

So this little story is to me one of the most beautiful 
things in all the Bible. It is beautiful in itself. Just 
think about it. A little boy is all alone, and in the dark, 
lying on his little bed and fast asleep. God speaks to 
him and awakes him, and his first waking thought is 
that the voice which woke him is the voice of the old 
man who loves him so much, and he goes to the old 
man. The Bible does not say that the old man patted 
the little fellow's cheek, and stroked his head, when he 
sent him back to his bed and told him that he was a 
good boy for coming, though he was mistaken — Eli had 
not called him ; but from what we know of Eli's nature 
I am sure he would do so. And the boy would smile, 
and go back to bed again. 

Then he lay down and fell asleep again. But the 
sweet voice did not leave him. Once more it awoke 
him. And such a delight was it to do anything that so 
kind a voice might want, the little fellow did not say, 
** Oh, it's a mistake, I've been once. I've been dreaming 
again." He was charmed out of bed again. And again 
did he go to Eli, and the old man was not vexed to be 
disturbed again. There was a strong affection between 
the two. Eli was happy to have the boy near him, and the 
boy was happy to be there, sleeping-time though it was. 
At last Samuel found out the voice to be the voice of 
God, and God and he had a little talk together. 
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I said this story was a beautiful story for its own sake, 
but it is still more beautiful for the sake of what it tells 
us about God — your God and mine. A jewel case may 
be beautiful, but the case exists for the gold and 
diamonds inside of it ; and the story of this little boy 
in the night hearing God's voice is very beautiful, but 
the storj' is only the beautiful case of bright and glorious 
truths. For it teaches what God was in Samuel's day, 
and what God was then God is now, and will always 
be. This is what we mean when we sing of the character 
of God — ** As it was in the beginning, is now and ever 
shall be.'' There are two jewels, then, in this case, two 
very precious truths in this story. 

The first is, that supposing we should hear the voice 
of God, like other voices, speaking aloud to us, even 
awaking us out of our sleep, even in the dark and we 
were quite alone, we should not be frightened. It is too 
sweet and tender to alarm us. To know and believe 
that about God, would it not make the heart peaceful 
and strong ? The second is, that even a child would 
not be afraid ; for it would seem to its little heart to be 
most like some dear one's voice, the voice of perfect 
earthly love ; a voice that would not only not awaken 
fear, but, if fear happened to be there when the voice 
came, would at once cast it out. This, then, is what 
we learn from the story of Samuel and God in the 
night. 

So now, is not all this mixing up in Samuel's mind oi 
the voice of God and the voice of Samuel's dear old 
friend very delightful ? I love to talk about it just 
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because it iwS far too common for a child to think of God 
in a way that frightens till at length it finds it best not 
to think about Him at all. He has been made to seem 
to it something like what a policeman seems to a thief, 
or what his task-master seems to a slave — An Eye 
looking to detect some cause of punishment. The idea 
of God coming in the dark, and to speak to it alone ! 
— nothing could be more dreadful. 

I knew a little boy, who had just been doing some- 
thing naughty, and to whom his mamma had been using 
the name of the Almighty God as a convenient rod of 
correction. She had been telling him how God was 
"looking" at him, always looking, and how, when He saw 
a wrong thing in children. He put it down in His book 
of remembrance, and would at the last day bring all 
up in judgment against them. She was just finishing 
her talk as she tucked the boy up in bed. Looking to 
the Venetian blinds at the bedroom window, — ^which 
were down but open, so that they could be seen through 
— pale and afraid, he asked that they might be closed, 
and with much excitement he added, ** Can He sec 
through the blinds V^ 

To him thoughts of God were dreadful, and he hoped 
the closed blinds might at least shut God out of his 
room. But if God had for Himself spoken to the little 
fellow about his easily besetting sin he might have cried, 
most likely he must have cried, perhaps as if he would 
cry his heart away, he would be so sorry to think how 
he had grieved so gentle and so true a friend ; but he 
would not have looked pale, he would not have trembled 
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with fear, nor would he have wanted the blind to be 
turned to shut God out, though he might have wanted 
it turned to shut God in. He would have thrown the 
arms of his heart around such love and have cried, 
*' Whom have I in heaven but Thee, and there is 
nobody in all the world that I want so much as Thee." 
And when sleep had closed his wear}'' eyes, the idea 
that God was watching would have given him such a 
smile as only the angels wear. But it was not so. That 
poor, frightened boy was like Samuel before the voice 
came to him in the night — he did not yet know the Lord. 
He only knew one of the lords many and gods many 
which have been put into the minds of children, and 
frighten them, and which are all false. **God," my 
child, *' is love." 

We are never right, then, except when we think of 
God as we think of our dearest, truest friend. 



THE VOICE OF THE LORD. 



SERVICE XXVI. 



HYMN. 



There is a holy dove that sings 

To every Christian child ; 
That whispers to his little heart 

A song so sweet and mild. 

It is the gentle voice of God 
That speaks his soul within ; 

That leads him on to all things good, 
And holds him back from sin. 



And he must love that still small voice, 

Nor tempt it to depart. 
The Spirit great and wonderful 

That whispers to his heart. 

He must be pure and brave and true. 
Must strive, and watch, and pray ; 

For unresisted sin at last 
Will drive that dove away. 



LESSON. — Mark iv. i-io, 13-20. 

And again He began to teach by the seaside. And 
there is gathered unto Him a very great multitude, so 
that He entered into a boat, and sat in the sea ; and all 
the multitude were by the sea on the land. And He 
taught them many things in parables, and said unto 
them in His teaching, Hearken : Behold the sower went 
forth to sow : and it came to pass, as he sowed, some 
seed fell by the wayside, and the birds came and devoured 
it. And other fell on the rocky grcnmd^ where it had not 
much earth ; and straightway it sprang up, because it 
had no deepness of earth : and when the sun was risen. 
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it was scorched ; and because it had no rout, it withered 
away. And other fell among the thorns, and the thorns 
grew up, and choked it, and it yielded no fruit. And 
others fell into the good ground, and yielded fruit, 
growing up and increasing ; and brought forth, thirty- 
fold, and sixtyfold, and a hundredfold. And He said, 
Who hath ears to hear, let him hear. And when He 
was alone, they that were about Him with the twelve 
asked of Him the parables. And He saith unto them, 
Know ye not this parable ? and how shall ye know all 
the parables ? The sower soweth the word. And these 
are they by the wayside, where the word is sown ; and 
when they have heard, straightway cometh Satan, and 
taketh away the word which hath been sown in them. 
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And these in like manner are they that are sown upon 
the rocky places, who, when they have heard the word, 
straightway receive it with joy ; and they have no root 
in themselves, but endure for a while ; then, when 
tribulation or persecution ariseth because of the word, 
straightway they stumble. And others are they that 
are sown among the thorns ; these are they that have 
heard the word, and the cares of the world, and the 
deceitfulness of riches, and the lusts of other things 
entering in, choke the word, and it becometh unfruitful. 
And those are they that were sown upon the good 
ground ; such as hear the word, and accept it, and bear 
fruit, thirtyfold, and sixtyfold, and a hundredfold, 

PRA YER. 

O God, we thank Thee for speaking to us by holy 
men of old ; and above all we thank Thee for Thy 
gentle voice speaking in our own hearts. Speak to us 
always. Tell us what Thou wouldst have us to do, and 
what Thou wouldst have us not to do. We need to be 
guided in life, for we are very young. Take care of us ; 
guide our thoughts, watch over our will, and help us to 
think and feel and act as we ought, that we may please 
Thee, and have the joy of being good. — ** Our Father," 
&c. 

SERMON. 

** I heard the voice of the Lord, saying." — Isaiah. 

You have often read in the Bible of ** the voice of the 
Lord," and how the Lord spake to this man and to 
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that, and perhaps you think that God does not speak to 
people nowadays, and certainly not to boys and girls. 
But such thoughts are wrong. God is alive now, and 
His voice is heard still. Do not fancy, because you 
do not see God, that it cannot be God Who is speaking 
to you. No man at any time ever did see God. In 
olden times, the Bible says, people that God spoke to 
did not see any form; ^'they saw no similitude, they 
only heard a voice.'' And when God speaks now we 
do not see anything ; there is no form before us, we see 
no similitude, we only hear a voice — a soft, gentle voice 
whispering in the heart, telling us to do what is right, to 
do it if we should suffer pain and loss by the doing of it, 
even if it should cause pain and loss to those whom we 
love better than ourselves. Let me tell you about a boy 
who heard God speak to him, and who bravely did what 
God told him. 

Robert Weston — known generally as Bob — was a poor 
boy, living by the waterside in the south of London. 
He went almost every morning to a place on one of the 
roads in London where many people used to cross, and 
there he swept away the dirt, to make a clean path ; and 
those who were glad of Bob's services gave him a 
copper now and then, for which he always smiled and 
made a polite bow. Though he was a happy and good- 
natured little fellow, he was very poor. His father was 
dead, and his mother was always ill, and generally in 
bed, so that she could not earn any money for her 
children, and all the money that came into their house 
was what Bob brought with him from his crossing- 
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sweeping, which he was glad to give to his mother 
every night. Then she told him what to buy, and 
Bob went off to the shops, and came home sometimes 
with bread and tea, sometimes with coal and chips, and 
when his earnings had been very good, he would buy 
one herring for his poor mother, and one more for 
himself and the rest of the children. He was only 
eleven years old, but he looked and felt a great deal 
older, for he paid rent, did the family shopping, and 
earned all the little money that kept the home. Now, 
it was one winter's day, after a very wet night, when 
the boy had gone to his crossing as usual, that the 
temptation occurred. Many were the passers-by to 
whom he that day touched his hat and smilingly 
asked, ** A copper, sir ! Please a copper, ma'am ! " The 
roads everywhere save just where he had swept his 
crossing were ankle-deep in mud. Many a penny and 
halfpenny did he get that day, partly for the sake of 
his clean, wide crossing, and partly for the sake of his 
round, bright face and cheerful voice. 

And the temptation came to him in this way. It 
was the practice of Bob to look at every coin put 
into his hand, and before putting it into his pocket 
to give it a smile, as he said, **for luck." The coins 
were generally halfpennies, sometimes they were pen- 
nies, now and then they were silver three-penny pieces, 
and sometimes, only very, very seldom indeed, the coin 
was a silver sixpence ! But to-day, on opening his 
hand to smile his usual smile on a coin which felt like a 
penny, he saw that it was not a penny. It was as big 
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as a penny, but it was not the colour of a penny, but 
fair and white as a silver sixpence. It was indeed a 
five-shilling piece which a passing lady had by mistake 
put into his hand. Poor Bob was instantly filled with 
delight, for though he did not know how much the big 
bright coin was worth (for he had never seen such a 
thing before), yet he fancied that it must be worth a 
great deal. So he quickly passed it into his pocket, 
and, fearing lest the lady, discovering her mistake, 
should turn back and ask him to give it back to her. 
Bob shouldered his broom and tripped quickly away. 
As it happened, he need have had no fear of the lady's 
return, for she had no idea that she had made the 
mistake, and she was so rich that she was not likely 
ever to find it out. Yet Bob's fear of such a thing 
happening made him lose no time in getting home. He 
would be safe there. 

But before he had got quite into his home something 
happened. At the very bottom of the ding}' old stairs 
leading up to his mother's room, he suddenly stopped. 
All at once he asked himself, What would his mother 
say? Bob's mother was very poor and verj^ ill, and 
five shillings would buy her many comforts ; and she 
had a tiny baby that was puny and ill. How nice it 
would be to buy something that would do them good ! 
But then his mother was an honest woman ; so honest 
that she could die of hunger, but she could never take 
even a crust of bread that was not her own. Bob knew 
all this, and at the bottom of his mother's stairs it 
flashed into his mind. He suddenly knew his mother's 
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will. Though, as the Bible puts it, he ** saw no 
similitude;" yet he ** heard a voice." And at that soft 
and silent voice the pleasure he had had in the first 
glimpse of the big, bright coin vanished. Suddenly all 
was changed, and he began to feel miserable. 

As he stood thinking about what his mother would 
say to his money, he began, too, to wonder what God 
would say. Had he not run off with what was not his 
own ? Something in his heart said to him, " Are you 
not doing wrong ?" The court was full of loud and 
noisy people ; still he did not hear the people, only the 
still small voice within him. He saw no similitude, but 
he felt that the voice was the voice of God. Now, poor 
Bob was not only a cheerful and polite boy, he was a 
good boy, and he wanted to please God ; so the more he 
thought on what he had done, the more wretched he 
became. 

Then he went slowly back from the foot of the stairs 
into the court, asking himself what should he do with 
the money. His first impulse was to throw it away. 
But where ? He looked down one of the gratings in 
the street gutter. Should he let it fall into the deep 
pool of water which he saw below ? But, as he was 
going to do so, suddenly a voice told him that that 
would be wrong. The money was not his to throw 
away. It belonged to the lady who had popped it into 
his hand by mistake. He would go after her to give it 
her back. Yet, how could he ? ** Oh that I had run 
after her when I first saw what she had given me!" 
thought poor Bob. What would he not give to find 
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out who that lady was ? But he could not ; he had 
never seen her before ; he might never see her again. 
What could he do ? Then in his difficulty another voice 
said, ** After all, would it not be best to take it to your 
poor mother?" As he had come running home he 
had thought of all the herrings, and meat, and rice, 
and coal, and candles, and tea, and sugar that the 
big, bright coin would buy. And now he thought of 
them all again, and asked his loving little heart. Who 
needed such things more than his poor mother ? The 
lady, too, she would be a very rich lady and never miss 
it. Perhaps, too, she really meant to give it to him. 
Perhaps it was not a mistake ; very likely she was only 
a very, very kind lady. 

Such were the thoughts that came into Bob's mind 
as he stood by the open iron grating in the gutter near 
to his mother's door, looking down into the dark water 
below, with one hand holding the broom across his 
shoulder, and the other feeling at the big coin in his 
trousers pocket. But after all these thoughts the 
misery at his brave little heart would not go away. 
He was too good a boy to reason himself into doing 
wrong, and he knew that to keep that money would be 
to do wrong. This last voice he was sure was not a 
good voice, and could not be the voice of God. So 
he said to himself, ^* I can not keep it.'' 

Then Bob walked up and down the court in dreadful 
distress, wondering what to do. His usually quick step 
was now very slow, and his face, generally so bright and 
cheerful, was dark and sad. What could he do ? At 

Q 
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length his wretchedness burst into tears, and, rubbing 
his eyes with his jacket-sleeve, he cried, and as he cried 
he said a little prayer — ** Lead us not into tempta- 
tion, but deliver us from evil." He did not use these 
words, but he felt just what they speak, and God hears 
our feelings. Now, when Bob had cried a little while, 
it seemed as if some one had told him what to do. He 
stood still as though he was listening to some one, and 
then in an instant off he darted, sprang up-stairs, left 
his broom at his mother's door, darted down again, and 
along the narrow court into the street, and back towards 
his crossing again, swift as though pursued by wild 
beasts, yet with a face bright and beautiful with a new 
joy, never stopping till he had reached the place where 
the lady had given him the money. The voice which 
Bob had heard in his heart when, as he walked about, 
he suddenly stopped to listen, told him to try to find 
the lady ; and, to obey that voice, he ran as fast as his 
legs could carry him to his crossing. There he stopped, 
straining his eager eyes for hours, in hope that he 
might see the lady again, and that he might be able 
to give her back the money ; and he did not look long in 
vain. At length he found her, told her of her mistake, 
and returned her the money. I need hardly tell you 
that the lady was pleased with Bob, and God put it 
into her heart to be kind to him and to his poor sick 
mother. But the best thing of all was that Bob had 
obeyed God — had done the right and kept his heart pure. 
He had heard the voice of the devil tempting him to do 
what would be good for his mother, pleasant to himself 
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nd to the little baby and all the children in his poor 
ome ; and he had heard the voice of the Lord bidding 
im to resist the devil and do right come what might 
) him or anybody else, and had bravely obeyed the 
oice of the Lord. And Bob, like Abraham of old, was 
a friend of God;'* for all are His friends who do 
hatsoever He commands them. 



Q a 



THE MARRED FACE. 



SERVICE XXVII. 



HYMN. 



Lo ! at noon 'tis sudden night ! 

Darkness covers all the sky ! 
Rocks are rending at the sight ! 

Children, can you tell me why ? 
What can all these wonders be ? 
Jesus dies at Calvary ! 

Nailed upon the Cross, behold 
How His tender limbs are torn ! 

For a royal crown of gold 
They have made Him one of thorn ! i 

Cruel hands that dare to bind 

Thorns upon a brow so kind ! 



See, the blood is falling fast 

From His forehead and His side ! 

Hark ! He now has breathed His last ! 
With a mighty groan He died ! 

Children, shall I tell you why 

Jesus condescends to die ? 

He Who was a king above 
Left His kingdom for a grave, 

Out of pity and of love, 
That the guilty He might save ! 

Down to this sad world He came, 

Bore the Cross, despised the shame. 



LESSON, — Mark xv. 1-20. 

And straightway in the morning the chief priests with 
the elders and scribes, and the whole council, held a 
consultation, and bound Jesus, and carried Him away, 
and delivered Him up to Pilate. And Pilate asked Him, 
Art Thou the King of the Jews ? And He answering 
saith unto him. Thou sayest. And the chief priests 
accused Him of many things. And Pilate again asked 
Him, saying, Answerest Thou nothing? behold how 
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many things they accuse Thee of. But Jesus no more 
answered anything; insomuch that Pilate marvelled. 
Now at the feast he used to release unto them one 
prisoner, whom they asked of him. And there was one 
called Barabbas, lying bound with them that had made 
insurrection, men who in the insurrection had com- 
mitted murder. And the multitude went up and began 
to ask him to do as he was wont to do unto them. And 
Pilate answered them, saying, Will ye that I release 
unto you the King of the Jews ? For he perceived that 
for envy the chief priests had delivered Him up. But 
the chief priests stirred up the multitude, that he should 
rather release Barabbas unto them. And Pilate again 
answered and said unto them. What then shall I do 
unto Him Whom ye call the King of the Jews ? And 
they cried out again. Crucify Him. And Pilate said 
unto them, Why, what evil hath He done ? But they 
cried out exceedingly. Crucify Him. And Pilate, wish- 
ing to content the multitude, released unto them 
Barabbas, and delivered Jesus, when he had scourged 
Him, to be crucified. And the soldiers led Him away 
within the court, which is the Praetorium ; and they 
call together the whole band. And they clothe Him 
with purple, and plaiting a crown of thorns, they put it 
on Him ; and they began to salute Him, Hail, King of 
the Jews ! And they smote His head with a reed, and 
did spit upon Him, and bowing their knees worshipped 
Him. And when they had mocked Him, they took off 
from Him the purple, and put on Him His garments. 
And they lead Him out to crucify Him. 
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PR A YER. 

O God, we do thank Thee for the gift of Jesus, and 
above all do we thank Thee that His dear, gentle ways 
and great and tender love were like Thine. We are 
very glad to read how, when sinners pained Him, and 
grieved Him, and filled Him with sorrows, and made 
Him sometimes weep. He did not give up loving them, 
but was kind to them and patient with them, and prayed 
for them ; and we are still more glad that in all these 
things His heart was the image of Thine. — ** Our 
Father,'' &c. 

SERMON. 

He hath no . . . comeliness, and when we shall see Him there is no beauty 
that we should desire Him. — The Prophet Isaiah. 

We are all disposed to judge of persons too hastily, 
and to say at once, ** Oh, I do like him," and ** Oh, I 
do disHke him," or perhaps to say, ** Oh, how lovely !" 
or **How ugly!" Little do we think how widely 
different God's view of people often is from ours ; how 
often He admires those whom we hate, and sees deep 
** beauty" where we exclaim ** Horrid!" and this be- 
cause there is nothing shallow, nothing hasty or unkind 
in His judgments. He judges by the heart, while we 
judge by the mere outward appearance. I want you 
just now to think awhile on the judgment thoughtless 
men formed of Jesus because His dear face was marred 
by the sorrow of His great love for a sinful world. They 
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did not see the meaning of its loss of what they called 
** comeliness.'* Had some power opened their eyes to 
see the reason why, their hearts would have burst into 
a flame of joyful, reverent love, and the owner of that 
often pale, sorrow-stricken countenance would have 
become the All Beautiful. 

Yes, my child, our hearts have eyes. With our hearts 
we can see loveliness where our other eyes see only a 
marred face, and mere scars in the flesh may to them 
seem bright marks of glory. I have read the story of a 
woman who, I am sure, was lovely in the eyes of God, and 
yet she was almost painful to see ; perhaps some people 
even called her horrid — quick and thoughtless children 
especially. But I am sure that not one of them could 
have done so if they had only known all about her. It 
was of the woman's poor face people spoke when they 
carelessly called her horrid ; and it was a poor dreadful 
face indeed, of a strange purplish colour, and much 
drawn and seamed, and one of her eyes was closed and 
looked wounded. But it was just this marred face 
which in the sight of God was the poor woman's greatest 
glory. And I will tell you why. One night in a little 
village in Brittany, there was a great alarm ; a house 
— one which stood in its own grounds, a handsome 
house — was found to be on fire. Water was brought, 
but the fire was too big for the water they could 
bring to put it out ; so the flames roared with louder 
roar, and quickly leaped on from floor to ceiling and 
from room to room, and to put out the fire and save the 
house had become quite hopeless. Then the only thing 
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thought of was the safety of the people in it ; for it 
was early night, and some of the family were in bed. 
Master, and mistress, and servants had been so full 
of hopes and efforts to put out the fire, that only now 
had they seriously thought it needful to fetch out 
the two little boys, soundly sleeping in the nursery 
bed up at the top of the house. The father rushed to 
the stairs, but he had not gone many steps before he 
found the flames had already caught hold of them ; 
half-way to the first landing they were all ablaze. He 
would have rushed through the blaze, and have trusted 
to the burning wood still to carry his weight ; but then 
there was getting back again, and with the two boys ! 
Before he could return the stairs would be quite burnt 
away. The boys must be got at through the window. 
So, quick as thought, he rushed back again through the 
house into the garden, and, calling some of the men 
who had collected there from the village to follow him, 
ran with them to a neighbouring farm, to get the 
farmer's long ladder, to climb up to his boys' bedroom, 
and fetch them out of the burning house. Love works 
fast, and not many seconds had gone before the farm 
was reached and the place for the ladder found : but, 
sad to say, the ladder was not there ; it was away on 
some service in the field. Not a moment was lost. 
Away went father and men to the distant spot, where 
they found the ladder, and, as fast as they could carry 
it, returned to the burning house. But long before the 
ladder had been found the swift flames, fanned by the 
fresh wind, had laid hold on almost half the house, and 
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were fast reaching the very room in which the sleeping 
children lay. The father was wild with anguish through 
the long time his work was taking him ; but, as she was 
actually watching the progress of the fire, the mother^s 
anguish was wilder still. What an age they were in 
returning! To those who were fetching the way of 
escape, as fast as they could move, the time seemed 
long, but it seemed longer far to those who were wait- 
ing — longing, looking, agonizing, and helpless. Doing 
nothing, watching the danger as moment by moment 
it increased — the distracted woman could wStand it no 
longer. Suddenly she thought of the creepers grow- 
ing up the house, and of the lattice, and saw in these a 
ladder to her hand by which to reach the children's 
windows ! But would it bear ? She could not wait 
to think of this. Failure, falling, death, anything in- 
deed would be better to risk than doing nothing, waiting ! 
Quicker than it has taken to tell, she reached the 
creepers, and foot over foot, hand over hand, up she 
climbed, fast and nimble as a squirrel. The creepers 
swayed, the lattice gave ; crack, crack, went branch 
and timber. But not one fear entered the eager mother's 
mind. Whilst all below expected every second to see 
her fall, fearlessly on she went, reached the window, 
and, how no one ever knew, amid cheers from below, 
actually got into it and through it into the children's 
room. It was the work of an instant to get the children 
to that window, tie them in a bundle in a sheet, and 
with counterpane and blankets tied together to form a 
rope, to let them down. The children safely at the 



236 Sunday Evenings with my Children. 

bottom, the brave mother began to descend by the way 
she had come, but at the first step the branches which 
had cracked, and the lattice which had crashed as she 
went up utterly broke, and with a shriek the brave 
woman fell to the ground below, dragging her face 
against the wall as she fell. She was taken up faint 
and mangled, almost dead, her face frightfully torn. 
The father returned with the ladder just in time to see 
the accident. The poor woman was carried into a 
neighbour's house, the doctor sent for, medicine was 
given, and her wounds were dressed, and she did not 
die. But for all her life, her face was painfully marred 
and one of her eyes was entirely destroyed. Now, 
would you wonder if those two boys grew up to love — 
nay, deeply to adore that poor marked face ? Would 
you not rather wonder — nay, would you not feel ashamed 
for them if they had done anything else but love it ? 
Surely every year of life did it become more tenderly 
beautiful to them. Its marks were the sign of a great 
and suffering love. When they grew up to be men they 
had no better measure of the greatness and grandeur of 
their mother's soul. Yet many people carelessly called 
that mother's marred face ** horrid." Surely they knew 
not what thev did. 

So, too, was it with the face of Jesus. Thoughtless 
people saw **no beauty" in it. The lines of its great and 
suffering love — love which would not, could not cease 
nor day nor night longing and striving to save and 
bless — made it ugly to them. If they had but known 
how and why that face, once bright as morn, was now 
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so sad with anguish, they would have felt and said, with 
deep and solemn rapture, that it was altogether lovely. 
Jesus said of them, as they nodded and mocked and 
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sneered, Father, forgive them, they know not what they 
do. Suppose that you had ever called the mother's 
face by a hard name, or had made fun of it, and that 
then you had suddenly come to know how it all had 
happened, can you not fancy how sorry you would feel 
— how deeply grieved you would be for what you had 
done, cannot you ? and just so will it be when wicked 
men know what all His sorrow means. Then they will 
be sorry : they will be deeply grieved at what they have 
done. They will know then, and with all their hearts 
they will admire and adore Jesus, just as those two boys 
admired and adored their loving, suffering mother. 

God has always loved the face of Jesus, and has 
given to Jesus a name which for sweetness and glory 
and honour is above every name. Let us, my dear 
children, try to think and feel about the loving, suffering 
Jesus just as God does. And we shall admire and 
honour and love Him, as God does, and choose for Him 
our dearest and sweetest name. 



THE KINGDOM WITHIN US. 



SERVICE XXVIII. 



HYMN. 



Golden harps are sounding, 

Angel voices ring, 
Pearly gates are opened — 

Opened for the King ; 
Christ, the King of Glory, 

Jesus, King of Love, 
Is gone up in triumph 
To His throne above. 

All His work is ended : 

Joyfully we sing, 
Jesus hath ascended ! 



Glory to our King ! 

Praying for His children 
In that blessed place, 
Calling them to glory, 

Sending them His grace ; 
His bright home preparing, 

Faithful ones, for you ; 
Jesus ever liveth. 
Ever loveth too. 

All His work is ended : 

Joyfully we sing, 
Jesus hath ascended ! 
Glory to our King ! 



He Who came to save us, 
He Who bled and died, 
Now is crowned with glory 

At His Father's side. 
Never more to suffer. 
Never more to die ; 
Jesus, King of Glory, 
Is gone up on high. 

All His work is ended 

Joyfully we sing, 
Jesus hath ascended ! 
Glory to our King ! 



LESSON. — Luke xii. 22-32. 

And He said unto His disciples, Therefore I say unto 
you, Be not anxious for your life, what ye shall eat ; nor 
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yet for your body, what ye shall 
put on. For the life is more 
than the food, and the body 
than the raiment. Consider the 
ravens, that they sow not, neither 
reap ; which have no store-cham- 
ber nor barn ; and God 
feedeth them : of how 
much more value are 
ye than the birds ! And 
which of you by being 
anxious can add a cubit 
unto his sta- 
ture ? If then 
ye are not able 
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to do even that which is least, why are ye anxious con- 
cerning the rest ? Consider the liHes, how they grow : 
they toil not, neither do they spin ; yet I say unto you. 
Even Solomon in all his glorj- was not arrayed like one 
of these. But if God doth so clothe the grass in the field, 
which to-day is, and to-morrow is cast into the oven ; 
how much more shall He clothe you, O ye of little faith ? 
And seek not ye what ye shall eat, and what ye shall 
drink, neither be ye of doubtful mind. For all these 
things do the nations of the world seek after : but your 
Father knoweth that ye have need of these things. 
Howbeit seek ye His kingdom, and these things shall be 
added unto you. Fear not, little flock ; for it is your 
Father's good pleasure to give you the kingdom. 

PRA YER. 
Most kind and holy Father, Thy children's hearts 
were made to be Thy dwelling-place. Thou hast 
gently dwelt in many children's hearts, and art dwelling 
in many now, making them pure, and glad, and strong. 
Dwell in us ; make our hearts Thy throne. Thy king- 
dom. And help us to understand which of our feelings 
are Thine enemies and bad, and which are Thy friends 
and good. Help us to side with the good and to fight 
against the evil till our whole heart is fully Thine, and 
Thy sweet kingdom has come in us. — **Our Father," &c. 

SERMON. 

** And the life was the light of men.*' — St, John. 

" The kingdom of God is within you,'' said Jesus to 
the men and women and children, who were one day 
listening to Him. And lest the little children should 

R 
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think that they were too young to have within them 
such a wonderful thing, He took a little child up into 
His arms, smiled on it, and said to it and to all 
around Him words which left no room for any child in 
all the world to fear that it was too young or too little 
to have in it the kingdom of God. 

So what is the kingdom of God? Well, it is not 
likely that so grand a thing can be explained by men. 
I think even angels, even those of them who have 
lived with God from the very beginning of time, would 
find it hard to fully explain all the meaning of the king- 
dom of God. But this we do know, that his kingdom is 
something which (i) a king most values, which (2) he 
will very warmly defend and keep against all enemies, 
and in which (3) he expects and loves to reign. So 
much, at least, is true of all true kings and their 
kingdoms. 

So there is something in you which God values as a 
king values his kingdom, which He will defend and 
keep, and which He expects and delights to rule. It 
may seem strange that in a child, even a little child, 
there is all this ; but Jesus teaches us that so it is, and 
Jesus knows what is in us. 

It is not easy for boys and girls to believe that there 
is anything within them on which God sets such store 
that He wants to be enthroned in it. It does not look 
so. But there are many wonderful things everywhere 
that people do not see. Let me tell you of one out 
of the many. Yonder is a pool of water, muddy water, 
all overgrown, too, with weeds. : It looks dull and dark 
and cold. But one of the most splendidly gorgeous 
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things God has made is within it. Down in the mud 
at the bottom of the pool lies the dragon-fly — a fly 
whose four wings are like the jewelled wings of a fairy; 
whose slender body flashes with the richest hues of a 
royal crown. There it lies, in that black pool, even 
down on the mud which covers the bottom of it, wrapped 
up in the garb of a common worm, hidden away, and 
waiting, waiting for the coming of the summer and the 
summer's sun. It seems very strange indeed that a Jiy 
can be in that water, that such a swift-glancing thing 
can be lying there so still, and that which in summer 
days will glow and flash among the sunbeams brighter 
than the fires of the rainbow should now be clothed 
in the dull brown covering of a crawling worm. Yet, 
strange as it is, the dragon-fly is within that dank, ditch- 
like pool. And when the high summer's sun comes, 
when its warmer rays and stronger light have searched 
down into that black pool, the still worm will stir with 
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2l new life, the creeping thing which moves about on the 
mud will arise and climb, and on some stem of a reed 
which leads upward, heavenward, it will reach the light 
and air, and, leaving altogether its watery home, it will 
sun itself in the warm summer's day, unfold its fair 
wings, and in gladness fly away. It sleeps within the 
pool, waiting for the summer and the summer's resurrec- 
tion power. 

Now, that which is in «5, that on which God sets as 
much store as a king sets on his kingdom, is waiting 
for its summer, and Jesus is that summer. As the sun 
was the resurrection and the life of what was within that 
stagnant pool, so the Jesus of your New Testament is 
the resurrection and the life of what is within your soul 
and the soul of every child in the world. 

The wonderful thing within us first begins to stir 
when we begin to wish to be better. I don't know how 
the little fly that is to be, down in the stagnant pool, 
feels when the sun of the returning summer begins to 
tell upon it — when the new light and the warmth. touch 
and stir it towards its higher life. But I do know what 
children feel when their glorious Sun first stirs what is 
within them towards its higher, its holier life. They feel 
partly glad, partly miserable. Yes, then is the stirring 
of the kingdom within you, when, in your serious mo- 
ments, you have a strange sense of sin and weakness, 
and a melancholy longing to be a good or at least a 
better child, and a holy resolve that you'll try. Then 
is God's precious thing beginning to yearn and to grow 
upward and heavenward. 

Such serious moments all Christian children have. 
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as they listen to the simple story of Jesus. He awakens 
convictions that they might be better, that they ought 
to be better, and the resolve that they will be better. 
They do not feel thus at all times. Sometimes, maybe, 
they feel no care about such things. It seems to be of 
no use to care. They pray for a new heart, but the old 
one is still there. They feel low-spirited. God does 
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not seem to hear them. They ought not to feel so, for 
such feelings are not true. God does hear their prayers, 
and He is glad to hear them. 

I do not know all the reasons why God lets us pray 
so long before we get what we ask for. But probably 
those prayers are needful to bring out the wonderful 
thing which Jesus says is within us. The old mother- 
thrush makes her young ones struggle and cry for the 
sweet berries she has gathered and brought for them. 
When she returns they are all sitting down in their 
nest, their legs tucked up and their wings tightly folded 
together. But that will not always do : it is time that 
they learnt to perch and to fly. So she stands a little 
bit away from them, and holds the sweet morsel just 
above their heads. Up they stretch their necks — ^they 
nearly have it. But she moves a little farther off. 
Now they stand up and stretch necks and legs too. But 
not yet will she give them what she has. She moves 
higher still. Now they stretch their wings. That 
pleases her ; necks and legs and wings too — they must 
learn to use all if they would ever be flying birds. 
Now they flap their wings and rise a very little in the 
air, and now they flap them again and they rise a little 
further; their powers are being perfected, they are learn- 
ing to fly ; at length she gives them what she has all 
the while been wanting to give them. Thus day by day, 
you see, she teaches them to use the powers they have, 
and spread their wings and fly. 

So praying uses the powers of the soul. Striving to 
be good strengthens God's precious thing within us. 
It fits us for better and higher life, just as striving after 
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the sweet food which the mother-bird for a while with- 
holds fits her young ones to joyfully fly from tree to tree 
and to soar into the beautiful summer sky. 

But do not think I am lecturing you because you are 
tempted to give up. That trouble is not the trouble 
oi your childhood alone. All the holiest men have felt 
it. Jesus felt it. When He was a child He was tempted 
to give up being good ** in all points" like as you are ; 
and though He did no sin, for He never did give up, 
He knows exactly how you feel. He never forgets 
the weaknesses of childhood. This was one reason why 
when He was on earth children so loved Him and were 
so glad to be near Him. He was the summer of their 
life. His voice. His look, His touch were all wonderful 
within them. They would not — indeed, could not — give 
up trying to be good so long as they were with Him. 
And when Jesus was crucified, and afterwards went back 
again to heaven, they found — for He had taken their 
hearts away with Him — that thinking about Him 
brought the same life and gladness to their good desires. 
He was God's sunshine to God's precious things within 
them. And so these children of Jerusalem, following 
Jesus whilst He was on earth and thinking of Him when 
He had gone away to heaven, grew up to be brave and 
beautiful Christians, whose bright and shining lives 
became lights in the world. All their life long they 
were " beholding His glory," and all their life long, little 
by little, they were ''changed into the same image." 

So try to keep your hearts full of thought of Jesus 
Christ, and thus those hearts will grow to be just what 
God desires them to be. 



THE GENTLE WAYS OF GOD. 



SERVICE XXIX. 



HYMN. 



A little child may know 

Our Father's name of love ; 
'Tis written in the earth below 

And on the sky above. 

Around me, when I look, 

His handiwork I see ; 
This world is like a picture book 

To teach His name to me. 

The thousand little flowers 

Within our garden bound, 
The rainbow and the soft spring showers. 

And every pleasant sound. 



The summer breezes blowing 
The woods and grovet among. 

The streamlet through the valley flowing 
In melody along. 

And every living thing 

Rejoicing in the light^- 
The little birds that sweetly ting. 

The moon that shines by night. 

And every star above, 

Set in the deep blue sky, 
All tell to me that God is love. 

All say that God is nigh. 



LESSON. — Luke vii. 36-50. 

And one of the Pharisees desired Him that He would 
eat with him. And He entered into the Pharisee's housei 
and sat down to meat. And behold, a woman which 
was in the city, a sinner ; and when she knew that He 
was sitting at meat in the Pharisee's house, she brought 
an alabaster cruse of ointment, and standing behind at 
His feet, weeping, she began to wet His feet with her 
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tears, and wiped them with the hair of her head, and 
kissed His feet, and anointed them with the ointment. 
Now when the Pharisee which had bidden Him saw it, 
he spake within himself, saying, This man, if He were a 
prophet, would have perceived who and what manner of 
woman this is which toucheth Him, that she is a sinner." 
And Jesus answering said unto Him, Simon, I have 
somewhat to say unto Thee. And he saith, Master, say 
on. A certain lender had two debtors : the one owed 

* 

five hundred pence, and the other fifty. When they had 
not wherewith to pay, he forgave them both. Which of 
them therefore will love him most ? Simon answered 
and said. He I suppose, to whom he forgave the most. 
And He said unto him, Thou hast rightly judged. And 
turning to the woman. He said unto Simon, Seest thou 
this woman ? I entered into thine house, thou gavest 
Me no water for My feet : but she hath wetted My feet 
with her tears, and wiped them with her hair. Thou 
gavest Me no kiss : but she, since the time I came in, 
hath not ceased to kiss My feet. My head with oil thou 
didst not anoint : but she hath anointed My feet with 
ointment. Wherefore, I say unto thee, Her sins, which 
are many, are forgiven ; for she loved much : but to 
whom little is forgiven, the same loveth little. And He 
said unto her. Thy sins are forgiven. And they that sat 
at meat with Him began to say within themselves. Who 
is this that even forgiveth sins ? And He said unto the 
woman. Thy faith hath saved thee ; go in peace. 
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PR A YER. 

We thank Thee, O God, that with all our sins and 
faults we may still come to Thee, and by coming give 
Thee joy; for Thy joy is in the trust of our hearts. We 
thank Thee, too, that Thou wilt help us to master even 
our strongest faults, and to give up our most easily- 
besetting sins ; for Thou art merciful, and Thy mercy 
is gentle. And however slow we are to mend. Thou art 
never weary of being patient and forgiving and helpful. 
God, amid all the pain and grief we give Thee, help 
us to give Thee this joy, at least, that we do trust in 
Thee, and hope in Thy salvation. — **Our Father,'' &c. 

SERMON. 

** I am meek and lowly of heart." — Jesus Christ, 

Come, let us think awhile of the gentleness of God, 
the God Who made the mountains, and the sea, and the 
wind, and the thunder, and the stars, and the sun and 
moon, and Who holds them by His great power. The 
God Who is called Almighty because He is mighty 
enough to do all things, is a gentle God, and it is 
deeply beautiful to think of such a strong and great 
Being as gentle. It makes the heart glad, and 
strengthens it, and fills it with all kinds of good things. 
David, thinking about the wonderful gentleness of God, 
said it helped him to conquer sin and love goodness : 
" Thy gentleness hath made me great." 

Now, gentleness is the behaviour of one who is 
great and strong, to another who is small and weak. 
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Little people may be gentle in dealing with lesser 
people. I have seen a big, strong boy, fresh from 
school, who could run, jump, and wrestle, beautifully 
gentle and patient with a tiny invalid baby. I have seen 
a huge dog gentle to a small hungry bird, which in hard 
weather had come to pick a crumb or two from the 
dog's biscuit. He stood by and tenderly watched the 
timid thing till it was satisfied ; then he crunched up 
his meal. Such tender sights delight us, just because 
the boy and the dog were big and strong, and the child 
wasting and sickly, and the little bird timid and hungry ; 
we are charmed with the gentleness of power. There 
is a stoiy' told of an elephant which actually acted as 
guardian to a little child, and another of one taking 
care of a tiny baby, softly folding it in its trunk and 
rocking it to sleep, then quietly fanning it with a leafy 
twig to keep off the tiny flies which might disturb it, 
or in its little gambols guarding it from harm. And we 
admire the delicate tenderness of the huge brute which 
can lift cannons, tear up trees, face tigers, and cast 
terror and dismay into the hearts of a hundred strong 
men, gently guarding a dear little baby. There is 
something very charming about the tenderness of such 
great power. 

Everything that is truly great is most beautiful when 
it is gentle. Even a great mind is greatest then. It 
was a little bird — a robin, I think — that was the first to 
think George Stephenson had a great mind. It was 
George Stephenson who found out the steam engine 
and taught people to make railways. If it had not been 
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for him we should have had to ride from town to town 
in coaches and carts pulled by horses instead of in 
trains pulled by steam. He was a great man, this 
George Stephenson ; he had a brave heart and a strong 
mind, and a robin found it out first wjien he was still a 
rough-looking, poor boy eating his dinner, sitting on a 
heap of cinders in the engine-house of the coal pit 
where at that time he was working. It used to come 
and take dinner with him, to hop close to his feet, then 
on to his knee, and looking saucily up into his begrimed 
face it said, " I know you would not hurt a little bird 
like me ;" and the big rough George did not hurt it — 
would not have hurt the little thing for the world. He 
fed it, and talked to it, and was proud and glad that it 
believed in him. And many years afterwards, when the 
boy had become a busy man, and the world had found 
out; what the robin knew before, that he had a great 
mind and a brave heart, he did not forget to be gentle. 
Let me tell you how I know this. At that time there 
was a window in one of the upper rooms of his house 
which had been left open a long time, because of the 
great heat ; but now the weather had grown cooler, and 
it was desirable that it should be closed, so he closed it, 
little knowing what he was doing. A day or two after, 
he chanced to observe a bird flying against that same 
window, and beating against it with all its might, again 
and again, as if trying to break it, and his sympathy and 
curiosity were awakened. What could the little thing 
want ? He at once went to the room and opened the 
window to see. The window opened, the bird flew 
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straight to one particular spot in the room where 
Stephenson saw was a nest — that little bird's nest. 
The poor bird looked at it, took the sad story in at a 
glance, and fluttered down to the floor, broken-hearted, 
almost dead. Stephenson, drawing near to look, was 
filled with unspeakable sorrow. There sat the mother- 
bird, and under it four tiny little young ones — mother 
and young all dead. Stephenson cried aloud. He 
tenderly lifted the exhausted bird from the floor, the 
worm it had so long and bravely struggled to bring to 
its home and young still in its beak, and carefully tried 
to revive it ; but all his eff'orts proved in vain : it 
speedily died, and the great man mourned for many a 
day. The force of his mind was changing the face of 
the earth — yet he cried at the sight of this dead family, 
and was deeply grieved because he himself had uncon- 
sciously been the cause of its death. This was a 
beautiful blending of mighty power and a pitiful, gentle 
heart. 

Now, in these stories there is great loveliness, and in 
God there is a like loveliness ; only more lovely, because 
in Him gentleness is joined to the greatest power. His 
mind planned the earth, and the sea, and the sky, and 
by the greatness of His power were they made, and all 
that in them is ; so human gentleness can never be so 
beautiful as God's. 

And one thing more : gentleness in God is still more 
lovely than what we see in men, because He is gentle 
with people who do so much to make Him angry. You 
remember the story of the cruel Roman soldiers mocking 
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and scourging Jesus. They lashed Him with many- 
lashed whips, and, like wild beasts, enjoyed the torture 
they inflicted. They plaited thorns into a ring, and 
pressed its sharp points into His brow. And when 
He was all bleeding with the whips and the thorns, 
they laughed at Him and put a reed into His hand, 
and called Him a king, and jeered Him, and bowed 
humbly to Him ; then led Him to the cross, drove nails 
through His hands into the wood of the cross, and 
through His feet, and nailed Him to it, and while He 
was quivering with pain they still mocked Him. People 
are generally quiet in the presence of a dying man ; 
death subdues and solemnizes them ; yet as Jesus 
was dying they pushed a spear into Him in His side, 
and said all the cruel things they could think of till He 
was dead and could hear and feel no more. After all, it 
is easy to be tender to a little invalid sister, to be gentle to 
a tiny, timid bird ; but what can you do with ferocious 
people like these ? Well, what did Jesus do ? He had 
"all power" given to Him, and if He had wished to 
kill them He could have done so. Yet though they had 
inflicted on Him most shameful pain, and turned His 
dying hour into one deep woe, He was still tender and 
gentle. With His dying breath He prayed, ** Father, 
forgive them." 

So you see that all beautiful hearts lead up to the 
heart of Jesus, which is the most deeply beautiful of all. 
Of all gentleness His is the gentlest, of all tenderness His 
is the tenderest. So with God, Who, like Jesus, must 
be patient and gentle. "Nothing" — not, it would seem, 
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even such dreadful wickedness as that we have just 
been speaking about — " can separate us from the love 
of God." Remember this, my dear children, and one 
day you will say, like David, ** The gentleness of God 
hath made me great." 
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LESSON.— Mark x. i, 13-16. 

And He arose from thence, and cometh into the 
borders of Judaea and beyond Jordan : and multitudes 
come together unto Him again ; and, as He was wont, 
He taught them again. And they brought unto Him 
little children, that He should touch them : and the dis- 
ciples rebuked them. But when Jesus saw it. He was 
moved with indignation, and said unto them. Suffer the 
little children to come unto Me ; forbid them not : for 
of such is the kingdom of God. Verily I say unto you, 
Whosoever shall not receive the kingdom of God as a 
little child, he shall in no wise enter therein. And He 
took them in His arms and blessed them, laying His 
hands upon them. 

PRA YER. 

God our Father, Giver of every good gift, it is 

right that we should thank and bless Thee for all our 

pleasures, for friendship and play, for the joys of mirth 

and laughter, for every thought of happiness, and every 

glad feeling. May we never laugh at what we ought 

not ; may we never be happy in doing wrong ; may we 

never turn any of Thy good gifts to any kind of sin 

or shame. O God, help us, we pray, to use our life, 

our health, our joys so as always to please Thee, that 

we may be Thy good and pleasing children, like Thy 

child Jesus. ** Our Father," &c. 

s 2 
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SERMON. 

** Thus saith the Lord, I am returned unto Zion . . . and Jerusalem 
shall be called a city of truth . . . and the streets of the city shall be 
full of boys and girls playing in the streets thereof." — The Prophet 
Zechariah. 

Now let us think of Jesus at play. " Boys and girls 
playing in the streets of it," is a dear old prophet's 
picture of a town that God has blessed ; and surely no 
town was ever so blessed by God as the town of 
Nazareth, and never were there such times for ringing 
laughter and bounding, healthful joy as when Jesus was 
one among the boys and girls playing in the streets of it. 

Yet I am afraid you are not prone to think of Jesus 
as joining in the interest of the playground, one of its 
youthful, joyful throng. You say to yourself. He was 
the holy Son of God, and so could not stoop, you think, 
to games and fun and mirth. You can think of Him 
as a solemn and stately boy, holding Himself aloof 
from all the silly things that interest you and your 
happy child companions. You fancy as a man He 
must have been very kind and nice ; but as a child ! — 
well. He must have been at least unchildlike, unnatural, 
and rather disagreeable ; Whom, perhaps, children would 
not have cared to know. And to have had Him at their 
birthday party ! well that would certainly have spoilt 
all the fun. 

I hope you do not think so ; but I fear too many 
do, and I am sure such thoughts are wrong. " Solemn 
and stately, holding Himself aloof from fun " ! The very 
opposite was true ; for had the child Jesus been like 
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that, do you think the folks that knew Him so would 
have thought Him altogether unlikely to turn out a 
prophet ? Certainly not. They would have said that 
He was born for nothing else. Yet when He was a 
man claimed to be a prophet, those who had grown 
up with Him from childhood utterly rejected it. 
** What ! '' they exclaimed in surprise ; ** Jesus, Who 
played with us — He a prophet of God ! '' He had not 
been solemn enough, and distant enough, and was alto- 
gether too natural and loveable a child, and far too 
great a favourite with ever}'body. So they laughed 
at the idea. It was absurd. Boys that made prophets 
were solemn, stern, and stately. And, again, how is it 
impossible for any child to be a child of God, and yet 
to think lightly of the joys of the boys and girls that 
God has made ? And how could God, Who made 
the young mountain streams to leap and laugh 
and then called them ** very good," make boys and 
girls to do the same, and then send His Son to stand 
aloof from them, as if they were v^xy bad ? How, too, 
could God send His Son in fashion as a child possessed 
of all the magic powers of childhood, yet one of those 
powers, the power of fun never to be used, but kept 
wrapped in a napkin ? No, the thing is impossible. 
Just because Jesus was a really holy child, and not a 
little imperfect attempt at one, He would not, He 
could not, despise the joys God had given to 
childhood. In the pure rapture and health of the 
playground, the unspeakable joy of its manifold 
games, He would see the gifts of the Giver of all 
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good, the hidden tenderness of the heart of God 
bursting into flame. I see Him join heart and 
soul the throng of joyful children ; loving the 
rippling laughter of merry-hearted girls and the 
leaping impulses of strong-muscled boys. To His 
mind the very same love that bathed the lily in its 
fragrance also inspired youth with its passionate de- 
lights. Wilfully to keep a God-given power unused 
is no sign surely of a holy child, so we must think 
of Jesus as a real, thorough boy. There are boys 
who are not real boys, but reality and thoroughness 
is a part of all perfection, so to be a perfect boy 
you must be a real and thorough boy. Such must 
have been the boy Jesus, the boy in Whom the 
all-beautiful God revealed His idea of what all boys 
ought to be. 

I do not happen to know the games of the young 
folks of Nazareth, but, of course, at first Jesus would not 
understand them, and had to learn their knack and laws, 
and to grow in the wisdom of the playground like the 
rest of the players. I fancy I see His bright, joyous face 
as He makes some frank avowal of ignorance, and there 
is such loveliness in it, such absolute perfection that the 
knowing ones almost wish they were ignorant too. Do 
not think, my dear child, that mere knowing is perfec- 
tion; you may know, oh, I cannot tell you how much — 
everything, indeed — and yet be wicked. Perfection is of 
the heart, and a heart may be perfect towards God that 
has yet everything to learn. 

I see Him grasp the bat with which He is to play 
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the ball, and the unutterable charm of His first try. So 
right-down thorough is His interest, so whole-hearted 
His effort that He soon excels and is picked early for a 
side. So serene and boundless His joy in the games, 
that people who have themselves long passed playing 
days love to look at Him. When there was no bitterness, 
no selfishness, no strife in the games, and all was bright 
and pure and kind, a playground wanted little to make 
it heaven ; and at such times He perfectly loved it. 

He began His playground life as all boys have to 
begin. First, as one of the younger set, He had to 
put up with the small tyrannies of the older boys ; and 
if the leaders at the time were at all what the ill repute 
of the town would lead us to suppose, the inevitable 
''putting down" and ''knuckUng under ^' would, in His 
case, be a more than usually hard affair. 

Then, slowly and little by little, He grew into the 
older ranks, and took His place among the leaders. 
There, without one trace of tyranny or vulgar bounce. 
He always stood up for right, and spoke up for truth. 
By deeds of loveliness and good report, He became 
immensely popular, for brave and lovely deeds all people 
can admire. But He never merely sought to be popular, 
— ^the passion of His heart was to be and do the right 
and good. When He ranked among the leading boys 
(as boys are boys all over the world). His companions 
must have caught some of His spirit. Meanness, 
tyranny, and all kinds of unmanliness were at their 
lowest ebb, and ideas of fair play and right and wrong 
rose to their brightest, most beautiful heights. But do 
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not imagine that in all this He found no difficulty. 
One of the very hardest places in the world for a 
right-thinking boy to be all he wants to be is among 
the excitements of a playground shared by hasty, 
thoughtless companions. In no part of Nazareth 
could a holy lad find a Paradise where goodness might 
be at its ease, and least of all in its playground. That 
would be a battle-field where goodness, however bright 
and joyous, must watch and struggle, perhaps suffer 
pain and doubt. 

Fancy that you see Him one of a cluster of com- 
panions, while a bitter strife of ** sides" is raging with 
loud and angry cries, '* I was not," and " You were," 
** You're a story-teller," *' No, I'm not;" where many 
faces are pale and some fists are clenched with passion. 
His reputation for fairness above all the rest singles 
Him out to the leader of the side opposed to his own, 
to appeal to. ** He shall settle it," he cries; "What 
does He say ? " pointing towards Jesus, and striking 
out in the crowd to clear a way to Him. This boy 
happens to have truth on his side, and he knows that 
Jesus, no matter which side gets the best of it, will 
speak up for truth. " We'll leave it to Him," the 
excited boy continues, " and He's one of your own 
side." 

Some of His own side, however, loudly object to His 
settling the dispute ; they do not want to be "out," and 
they know they ought to be, and that Jesus will say 
so. He has gone through it all before, but He 
speaks up for truth. "We are out, I am sure we are,'* 
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He answers ; and up go the caps of the other [side, 
and with noisy hurrahs they move off to " go in," and 
some low-minded boy of His own side threatens and 
bullies Him, till something like tears come into His 
eyes ; for, though He is above doing wrong, He is not 
above feeling sorrow. But He does not retaliate. If 
He were to do that, He would not be the perfect Son 
of God. He walks quietly away, stung not by the 
sneer, but by His companion's want of righteousness. 
So He learnt, even on the playground, deep lessons 
of obedience to God. The grand spirit of loyalty to 
right and God, in which He passed through life right 
on to Calvary, was the self-same as that in which He 
shared the games of the boys and girls playing about 
the streets of Nazareth. And when the books are 
opened on the Judgment Day, many will be the deeds 
in the world's playground which will be found worthy 
to be recalled to receive the Judge's " Well done, thou 
good and faithful servant." And though a boy who 
die a boy has had no other chance of serving God 
than in his days of school and games, he has had 
chance enough ; for there, just as well as anywhere 
else, he may be a good and brave follower of Jesus, the 
beautiful and faithful Son of God. 
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IHAT OLD SERPENT, 

SERVICE XXXI. 



HYMN. 

Beyond the holy city wall 

They set the cruel Cross on high, 
Where the dear Lord, Who saved us all, 

Did hang in pain, and bleed, and die. 

The hands that touched the blind to sight, 
That gave the sick man strength anew, 

That raised the dead to life and light, 
Were pierced and wounded through and through. 

The feet that walked the stormy sea, 

That ever turned at sorrow's prayer, 
By sharp nails fastened to the Tree, 

Hung torn, and hurt, and bleeding there. 

Since God's own Son must suffer thus 
Our souls from Satan's grasp to win ; 

Since only He could ransom us. 
Oh I what a fearful thing is sin ! 

How can we yield to Satan's power, 

And let our sinful passions reign, . 
When hearing of that awfiil hour. 

And thinking of our Saviour's pain ? 

Oh I by Thy griefs that dreadful day. 
Dear Lord, and by Thy precious Blood, 

Wash all our guilty stains away, 
And make Thy little children good. 



268 Sunday Evenings with my Children. 



LESSON.— Matt. ix. 27-36. 

And as Jesus passed by from thence, two blind men 
followed Him, ending out, and saying, Have mercy on 
us. Thou Son of David. And when He was come into 
the house, the blind men came to Him: and Jesus saith 
unto them. Believe ye that I am able to do this ? They 
say unto Him, Yea, Lord. Then touched He their eyes, 
saying. According to your faith be it done unto you. 
And their eyes were opened. And Jesus strictly charged 
them, saying. See that no man know it. But they went 
forth, and spread abroad His fame in all that land. And 
as they went forth, behold, there was brought to Him a 
dumb man possessed with a devil. And when the devil 
was cast out, the dumb man spake ; and the multitudes 
marvelled, saying. It was never so seen in Israel. But 
the Pharisees said, By the prince of the devils casteth 
He out devils. And Jesus went about all the cities and 
the villages, teaching in their synagogues, and preaching 
the gospel of the kingdom, and healing all manner of 
disease and all manner of sickness. But when He saw 
the multitudes, He was moved with compassion for 
them, because they were distressed and scattered, as 
sheep not having a shepherd. 

PRAYER. 

Almighty God, we Thy children rejoice that Thou 
art so good and strong. Fill our minds with thoughts 
of Thee which shall be so sweet and bright that Thj^ 
name shall mean to us gladness and strength ; and make 
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us so to love Thee that we shall shun all untruthfulness, 
all unkindness, and all manner of wrong, chiefly because 
it is grievous to Thee. Dwell in us thus, O God, and 
save us thus from all evil, for Christ's sake. — **Our 
Father," &c. 

SERMON. 

*' That old serpent, which is called the devil and Satan, which deceiveth 

the world." — St, John. 

It is somewhat remarkable that both in the first and 
in the last book of the Bible the evil one is spoken 
of as a serpent. In the garden of Eden the serpent 
beguiled Eve — that is what is said in the first book. 
In heaven there was war against that old serpent, 
the devil — that is what is said in the last book. 

Now, I believe that we have amongst us in England, 
and near to every one of us, an evil spirit which is what 
the Bible means when it speaks of** that old serpent," — 
a thing which lurks everpvhere and touches and harms 
men, women, and children. The name we give it is 
Sin, and when we see what a serpent is like, we shall 
see what an excellent name the Bible name for sin is. 

Though you perhaps have not seen a living serpent 
at the Zoological Gardens, or in a travelling menagerie, 
yet you have at least seen a picture of one in a picture- 
book. You know that it is long and thin, without feet, 
hands, or wings, or any limb by which it can move ; 
that it wriggles along the ground, coils itself up in the 
grass and twists round trees ; that it is slimy, strong, 
and deadly. There are serpents of all sizes : little ones, 
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not longer than your hand and about as thick as your 
thumb, and large ones, twice as long as a good-sized 
fishing-rod and as thick as a man's body. The largest 
kinds are found only in very hot countries. There are 
some of the smallest kinds in England, which we call 
adders and vipers ; and it is perhaps as well that you 
should know what the Rev. J. G. Wood, the great 
naturalist whose books about animals young people 
like so well, once told me — that all those English snakes 
that can harm you have a V-shaped mark on their 
heads ; so we will say they have V for venomous. 

Serpents kill both people and animals, and they do it 
in many different ways. 

Some bite with fangs, with which, too, they push 
poison into the wounds they make. A lion's bite is 
a dreadful gash, but a serpent's is only a tiny one — ^it 
does not look much, but it is far more dreadful than the 
lion's; for the poison that it puts into the blood at 
length fills the whole body, every limb, every inch, 
and every tiny little bit of it, with maddening pains, 
which often end in a dreadful death. So that is one 
thing in which a serpent and sin are both alike, the 
beginning of some very dreadful end does not look much. 
The first unrepented untruth, the first wilful injury to a 
fellow creature, and above all the deliberate disobedi- 
ence to the known will of God does not look much, but 
shun it as you would shun the bite of a serpent. It is 
a wound of the devil. 

Then some fold coils of their own bodies round the 
body of the animal they want to kill, and, drawing the 
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coils tighter and tighter, they squeeze the animal till it 
cannot breathe; its bones break, its limbs are crushed 
together as you would crush up a sheet of paper in 
your hand, and it is killed. There are sins which do 
like that, but children are not liable to these, so let us 
go on. 

Others, again, kill by "charming" what they want to 
kill. They look at the animal in such a way as to 
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make it stand still, and it seems to feel it nice to stand 
still and to be looked at in that way. And while the 
charmed creature is fixed there to the place, the serpent 
gently comes nearer and nearer, till at last the poor 
animal is snapped up, crushed in the charmer's 
jaws, and swallowed. This way of killing is called 
** fascination ; '' and, strange to say, it is chiefly little 
animals — butterflies, rabbits, birds, and the like — ^that 
are caught by it. And do not many little sins act 
strangely like this ? How often have young folks felt 
** charmed" by what gets them into dreadful trouble! 
They did not ask. Is it right ? but went on with it 
because it seemed nice to do so, till their eyes were 
opened to see that wrong things in the end are never 
nice. They find at length that wrong things deceive. 
They are, even when only a little wrong, like that 
old serpent, the devil and Satan. 

And this leads me to another thing I must tell you 
about serpents. Though they kill in various ways, they 
are alike in this — they are all sly, sneaking things. 
They lie in wait in the long grass, through which their 
little sharp eyes see their victims when their victims 
cannot see them, and when near enough to be seized, 
out they dart ; and in that is one of the greatest 
dangers. When you think there is only a clump of 
waving grass or a bunch of pretty flowers, lo ! there is 
some deadly serpent. 

There are parts of the world, especially in India and 
Africa, where many men, women, and children are 
killed by serpents. But there is one good thing about 



That old Serpent. 273 



even these dangerous countries — very fortunately for the 
people who live in them, they know where serpents are 
most likely to be found, for they keep chiefly to the 
places where there are low shrubs and tall, thick grass, 
in what is called the jungle and the bush. It is when 
people walk there, they run the greatest risk of being 
harmed by serpents. 

And that is one other thing, a very good thing, in which 
sins are like serpents. Though they are deadly things, 
and men, women, and children are sorely hurt by them, 
yet very, very fortunately, it is not difficult to find out 
where their danger most abounds. Sins have their low 
shrubs and long grass. These deadly things lurk 
wherever we are least inclined to do right; wherever 
you find yourself only thinking favourably of selfishness, 
untruth, or unkindness to anybody, there lies the snake. 
Whenever you find companions urging you to do what is 
not pure and right, be sure the serpent is near. God made 
companionship to be both pleasant and useful, and so He 
did flowers and grasses ; but mark those a serpent loves, 
and keep away from them. We ought to love our com- 
panions, and to be thankful for them ; but if Satan uses 
them to lead us away from goodness and God, and to 
snare us to sin, we should avoid them. God loves to 
see happy companions, but he warns you against the 
dangers of bad ones. ** Blessed is the man,'' says the 
Bible, ** that walketh not in the counsel of the ungodly, 
nor standeth in the way of sinners, nor sitteth in the 
seat of the scornful," for there are the serpents. 

Still, whilst there are places in serpent-lands which 

T 
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are especially dangerous, there is no place in them 
absolutely safe. Even on roads where serpents are 
seldom encountered, people are sometimes attacked by 
them ; and even in houses counted altogether safe they 
are sometimes found. I once read of a missionary to 
a serpent-haunted land, who, on turning down his bed- 
clothes to get into bed, saw one coiled up just where 
he was going to lie down. Fortunately he saw it in 
time, and was saved from harm. In such a land as 
that, no spot could be said to be altogether free from 
danger, no person altogether safe from harm. And just 
so is it with Satan, that old serpent ; he deceiveth the 
world: he sneaks into even Christian homes, and no 
companionship is free from his temptations. The 
Bible tells how Abraham, who had defended himself 
and beaten the serpent many a time, was at length 
bitten and wounded, was tempted to tell an untruth, and 
told it ; how David, who had beaten the lion and the 
bear, was bitten by the serpent : tempted to do a selfish 
wrong to his neighbour, he did it ; how on Peter, who 
walked with Jesus, surely the safest place in all the 
world, the old serpent set its eyes, sprang out of its 
hiding place and bit him, filling him with misery and 
anguish ; how Paul, who loved the ways of righteous- 
ness, had some hard struggles for life. It tells how 
even Jesus was tempted, though He was never in- 
duced to sin : that old serpent the devil could not let 
His pure heart alone. So all men, wherever they are, 
need to Watch and to Pray. Danger is everywhere. 
But one thing more, and that the best of all. When- 



That old Serpent. 275 

ever we are tempted, we have a safe weapon of defence. 

Think what will please God, and do it, and the tempter 

will go from you. That was what Jesus did, and ** the 

devil left Him'' Such hearts he counts hopeless. They 

say that serpents hate fire, and will go away on seeing 

a glowing flame. The tempter hates a heart on fire 

with the love of God ; that flame disheartens him. 

Such was the heart of Jesus, and though tempted in all 

points, like as we are, with such a heart, He was 

without sin. And Jesus calls to you, saying, **I am the 

AVay " that leads from all evil and misery on towards 

light and gladness. Love and please and follow Him. 

His ways are always ways of pleasantness, and all His 

paths are peace. 
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SINS OP IGNORANCE. 

SERVICE XXXII. 



HYMN. 

They nailed Him to the accursed tree, 'Twas all compassion, not re\'enge, 

Jesus the good ; To these His foes 

They wagged their heads, and mocked That Jesus felt ; and prayed for them 
at Him, Through all His woes. 

And shed His blood. 

*' Father, they know not what they And He is still the same to-day 
do ; As crucified ; 

Forgive I " He cried. Upon His throne in heaven above 
Then did they laugh and mock again. As when He died. 

And Jesus died ! 

So, when I feel my sin, no sight's 

So dear to me 
As Jesus, dying by His foes. 

Upon the tree. 

PR A YER. 

O God, we are often sinful ; we vield to foolish 
passion, and then do things that are mean and harsh 
and selfish ; then our own hearts condemn us, and we 
are sad for what we have done. But we have always 
hope in Thy mercy, for we are told that Thou delightest 
in mercy. But, O God, show more than mercy which 
forgives us : show mercy and help us ; help us to grow 
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better. Give us, day by day, Thy Spirit, that we may 
increase in strength to master our passions, and to 
conquer our temptation, and that our hearts may grow 
into gladness and hoHness, for Jesus' sake. — ** Our 
Father,'^ &c. 

LESSON. — Luke xxiii. 13-28. 

And Pilate called together the chief priests and the 
rulers and the people, and said unto them, Ye brought 
unto me this man, as one that perverteth the people : 
and behold, I, having examined Him before you, found 
no fault in this man touching those things whereof ye 
accuse Him : no, nor vet Herod : for he sent Him back 
unto us ; and behold nothinor worthv of death hath been 
done by Him. I will therefore chastise Him, and release 
Him. But they cried out all together, saying, Away with 
this man, and release unto us Barabbas : one who for 
a certain insurrection made in the city, and for murder, 
was cast into prison. And Pilate spake unto them 
again, desiring to release Jesus ; but they shouted, 
saying. Crucify, crucify Him. And he said unto them 
the third time. Why, what evil hath this man done ? 
I have found no cause of death in Him : I will therefore 
chastise Him and release Him. But they were instant 
with loud voices, asking that He might be crucified. 
And their voices prevailed. And Pilate gave sentence 
that what they asked for should be done. And he 
released him that for insurrection and murder had been 
cast into prison, whom they asked for ; but Jesus he de- 
livered up to their will. And when they led Him away, 
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they laid hold upon one Simon of Cyrene, coming from 
the country, and laid on him the cross, to bear it after 
Jesus. And there followed Him a great multitude of the 
people, and of women who bewailed and lamented Him. 
But Jesus turning unto them said, Daughters of Jeru- 
salem, weep not for me, but weep for yourselves, and 
for your children. 

SERMON. 

** Father, forgive them ; they know not what they do."— Jwiis upon the Cross. 

'* For your lives !" cried the excited Portuguese captain 
of an African slave-ship to a band of naked negroes, as 
he gave each man a cutlass, pointing to an English 
ship which had been for some hours in hot chase of 
him, and was now coming up near enough to board 
him ; ** fight, for your lives ! " And the deluded and 
terrified negroes did as they were bid, to the cost of the 
life of one and the limbs of many of the brave English 
crew, who, with a hearty cheer, were now leaping over 
the gunwale on to the slaver's deck. 

*' For your lives ! '' What could the captain mean ? 
The ship he pointed to was sailing under the English 
flag, which the whole world called the flag of liberty. 
It had been sent out by Christian England to chase 
and capture ships engaged in stealing and selling 
negroes for slaves, and to set the negroes free again. 
Yesterday the Portuguese captain had forced these 
very negroes, fettered hand and foot, into the dark 
hold of his ship ; and only a few days before that, 
with a band of armed men, he had seized them in 
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their native villages, and hurried them to his ship, 
leaving their homes in flames. Now, he opens the 
hold, strikes off" the fetters, puts swords in their hands, 
and bids them fight, as he says, for their lives. What 
can it all mean ? Mean ! It is all too clear. The 
man who has cruelly stolen them, is now more cruelly 
deceiving them. He hates those good-hearted English 
sailors, and has told the simple blacks that they are 
coming to take away their lives. Stolen, they have 
been; but they are still alive, and for dear life they are 
prepared to fight, and they do fight. Poor misguided 
men ! Their very deliverers they will not let touch 
them. What do they know of noble English laws 
and the good English flag ? On all such points their 
minds are as dark as their sable skins ; and the captain, 
who knows this, excites their ignorance to fight, to 
wound, to kill their best and truest friends. 

So of course when landed upon the deck of the ship, 
the champions of the slaves found themselves attacked 
and slashed with swords at right and left by the very 
men they had come to free. But they had far too much 
heart and sense to retaliate and return the wounds ; 
the poor misguided men surely knew not what they 
did. So they pitied them, parried their blows, and 
rushed at the captain. At the sight of the captain 
bound, in a moment the negroes guessed the meaning 
of the attack. It was that white man they sought, not 
the negro, and the negroes put down their swords and 
learnt what had they done. At the sight of the blood 
dropping from the gashes they had made, made in the 
limbs of their friends, one of whom seemed fainting. 
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perhaps dying, they became wretched, and cried great 
hearty tears. It takes but very little to make rude and 
simple people into savages, but it takes equally little 
to make them feeling and tender as a Christian child. 
The poor fellows had made a blunder, so the wounded 
sailors called it, for it was all the fault of another ; but 
no mere blunder did it seem to the now quick-feeling, 
penitent negroes. To them, it was a crime ; as they 
looked on what they had done, they wrung their hands, 
and wept aloud, and mourned bitterly. What would 
they not give to be able to undo it all ? 

I have told you this story, because it is very like 
Avhat happened when another friend, the great Friend 
of man, came to give the world liberty. Jesus came 
to open prison doors, to set the captives free ; and 
the captives rose against Him, stoned Him, wounded 
Him, bore Him down, and killed Him, and the men 
who did it did it ignorantly. The men who held 
them in bondage set them on. The Pharisees hated 
the kindness of Jesus, and the very men He loved 
and came to free, they urged on to kill Him. **For 
your lives," they said; **for your lives, now and for 
ever.'' And the poor deceived people believed them, 
and killed the Lord of life and glory. And whilst His 
life was ebbing away, and He could only speak with 
labouring breath, He prayed, ** Father forgive them ; 
they know not what they do." 

Look, dear child, on the beautiful pity of Jesus, not 
for Himself and His wounded bleeding body, and crushed 
and broken spirit — no. He could pity others, Himself 
He could not pit)' — but on His pity for those who, in 
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their ignorance, slew Him, and wronged alike themselves 
and their Friend. In the midst of the sharp pain and 
cold sweat of the cross, when the last drops of blood 
were draining from His wounds. He looked on the 
railing throng and was moved with compassion ; and 
when His filming eye was too dim to see anything but 
the breaking light of the heavens now opening to re- 
ceive Him, He still prayed for them. Is this not a 
grand picture ? Well may we ask — 

Where is a pardoning God like Thee, 
Or who has grace so rich and free ? 

And when all was over, and the blood of Jesus had 
been shed, and He had been carried to His grave, these 
deluded people awoke to see how cruelly they had been 
deceived. *' They looked on Him Whom they had 
pierced, and mourned,'' mourned with a broken heart. 
Jesus had in His loving charity called the outrage a 
blunder — *'they knew not what they did" — a blunder 
of misguided men ; but when they saw what they had 
done they themselves found no comfort in such a con- 
siderate and kindly view. Every drop of the blood they 
had shed cried out within them, as crime and unutter- 
able woe, and with bitter tears and wringing hands 
they went about pleading with one another, ** Men and 
brethren, what shall we do ? " 

Then Peter told them to trust in that same Jesus 
Whose blood they had shed, and Whose tender mercies 
they had seen, for Jesus now lived again the Lord of all, 
and would give them His Spirit to help and save them. 



\ 
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LESSON.— Matt. xv. 29-39. 

And Jesus departed thence, and came nigh unto the 
sea of Galilee ; and He went up into the mountain, and 
sat there. And there came unto Him great rtiultitudes, 
having with them the lame, blind, dumb, maimed, and 
many others, and they cast them down at His feet; 
and He healed them; insomuch that the multitude 
wondered, when they saw the dumb speaking, the 
maimed whole, and the lame walking, and the blind 
seeing: and they glorified the God of Israel. 

And Jesus called unto Him His disciples, and said, 
I have compassion on the multitude, because they 
continue with Me now three days and have nothing 
to eat : and I would not send them away fasting, lest 
haply they faint in the way. And the disciples say 
unto Him, Whence should we have so many loaves 
in a desert place, as to fill so great a multitude ? 
And Jesus saith unto them. How many loaves have 
ye ? And they said, Seven, and a few small fishes. 
And He commanded the multitude to sit down on 
the ground ; and He took the seven loaves and the 
fishes ; and He gave thanks and brake, and gave to 
the disciples, and the disciples to the multitude. And 
they did all eat, and were filled, and they took up 
that which remained over of the broken pieces, seven 
baskets full. And they that did eat were four thousand 
men, besides women and children. 




And He sent 
:iway the multi 
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PR A YER. 

Our Father in heaven, Thou art wisdom and love, 
yet it is from Thee come pain and trouble. We cannot 
thank Thee for pain and trouble, but we do thank Thee 
that Thou dost kindly help us to bear our pain, and dost 
give us blessing with our trouble. Our Father, ma}' we 
trust in Thee and love Thee and pray to Thee, so that 
even what we most dislike may do us good. Make us 
stronger, and happier, and braver children of Thine, 
for Jesus' sake. — ** Our Father," &c. 

SERMON. 

" Though He slay me, yet will I trust Him.''— Job. 

Perhaps you have sometimes been perplexed as you 
have thought of the many tears which are shed in a 
world made by a God of love. It is not the thing, you 
think, God should do, to let people cry so, and even to 
make them cry, if He is kind and careful for His crea- 
tures' good, as the Saviour says He is. It is certainly 
not the way you would do. 

And I do not deny the truth of such thoughts, nor do 
I profess to fully understand how it comes about that 
this world is so full of pain. But one thing is certain, 
God never causes us a needless pain, and all the world 
will one day know it too. Then all nations, peoples, 
and tongues will clap their hands and be glad, and 
shout aloud for joy, that God did just what He did ; 
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and those very ways of His which brought us sorrow, 
our grateful hearts shall rank as His most golden deeds. 

Let me illustrate what I mean by a storj' of the mutiny 
in India. The Indian Mutiny was the rising of a lot of 
desperate men, with swords and guns, against the autho- 
rity of the Queen. They imprisoned and slaughtered her 
officers wherever they could, and even their wives and 
children ; and the only safety for anybody who happened 
to be an Englishman was to fly to some place of safety 
beyond their reach. On the day of the rising of these 
cruel, savage men, in one place, there was a little child 
who had been left in the charge of her Indian nurse, 
father and mother being from home ; and unless she 
could be got away she would be put to death, for she 
had a white skin, and was the child of an officer of the 
Queen. She was three years old. In this place, too, 
were other officers, and these, when danger had come 
and all must fly, at once thought of their absent com- 
rade's child, in its loneliness, and, without a second's 
delay, one of them galloped to her home, dismounted, 
rushed into the room where she was at play with her 
dark-skinned Indian nurse, seized her, hurried back to 
his horse, and mounting, put her before him, holding 
her on the horse's neck. 

By this time the vStreet was filled with men, who rushed 
at the flying officer to seize his horse, and stop and kill 
both him and that English child. But the brave man, 
with a strong arm and a trusty sword, cut them down, 
fighting every inch of his way, and holding the child 
fast on the horse's neck. But oh ! the trouble that 
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child gave the brave man. From the first she kicked 
and struggled and shrieked ; and again and again she 
had almost wriggled herself out of his arms. Every 
moment it seemed as if she must wriggle herself free 
and fall. But in spite of struggles and screams and 
tears, with one arm clinging firmly to her, with the 
other cutting his way bravely through opposing men, 
after a long, hard ride, her brave protector delivered her 
safe into her thankful mother's arms. Yet there, even, 
no entreaties could make her kiss him. He had hurt 
her, he had ! She shrank from him in genuine dislike. 
She almost hated him. '* Friend ! How could he be a 
friend?** thought the simple child. He had stolen her 
from her nurse, broken up her pleasant game, and given 
her such a crush with his hard arm, such a shaking on 
the bare neck of his horse, as no friend^ she was sure, 
could ever think of doing. Kiss and thank him ! Her 
genuine little heart could do no such thing. She would 
not forgive nor even look at him, and timidly shrank 
from his touch. 

Such was a child's view of her delivering friend. She 
had no faith in a man who could cause her such pain. 
But, though that child could not see, you can see, can't 
you, that the captain was her friend, her true friend ? 
And some day, when she was old enough to understand, 
you are sure that she would see this too, and then she 
would no longer call him unkind ; she would feel how 
deeply kind he had been, and would even thank him for 
all the foolish tears he caused her, and all the needful 
pain he had given her in that dreadful ride. One thing 
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only would she regret, not that she was jogged about so 
dreadfully in that Ions:, dani^^erous ride, but that she had 
ever thought ill of her friend, and refused to thank him 
for his love — refused to kiss the hand that saved her. 

Now, may we not be like that little girl when we 
grumble at the tears we have to shed and the pain we 
Ihave to suffer ? This at least is quite certain — like her 
'^ve are very young. Speaking in the light of our long 
uture, we were '* born vesterdav and know nothin^:.'' 
^f those who have lived longest, Jesus says they must 
e saved as ** little children," trusting not in their own 
cnowledge of things, but in His love ; for of their eternal 
ife not one man in all the world has yet passed his. 
hildhood, and of the eternal world we know nothing, 
ust as that screaming, struggling child knew nothing 
f the Indian Mutiny and of the great dangers which 
urrounded her tiny life. 
Then, again, we are like her, too, in this — we are 
^feeing saved. God is saving us — saving His little chil- 
dren who cannot understand, and who like pleasure and 
^o not see danger. If we weep, as did that little girl — 
xf we struggle and scream, and would do anything to rid 
^Durselves of this kind control. He does not let us have 
^ur own way ; for He knows too well that we are not 
fit to have it — we are too simple, and young, and igno- 
x-ant. He is quite willing to be grumbled at to-day, 
Icnowing that one of these days we shall see how foolish 
we have been, and when the painful ride is over, we 
shall understand what we do not and cannot now — that 

God is love, and all His ways are loving too. 

u 
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So now, while the rough ride, with its pains and tears, 
lasts, let us give up struggling and murmuring against 
His ways, and bravely stand the pain He gives us. Let 
us have faith in God ; say, God would not, God could 
not, do all this if it was not for our good. ** Though He 
slay me, yet will I trust Him." 



TROUBLES THE WICKED MISS. 

SERVICE XXXIV. 



HYMX. 



Lord, Who hast made me Thy dear child 

And loved me tenderly, 
Oh, hear me when I come to own 

My many faults to Thee. 

How often I have thought that I 

A better child would be ; 
More gentle, loving, kind, and true, 

And pleasing unto Thee ! 



And yet I have not conquered sin, 

Nor striven as I should ; 
I have not always looked to Thee 

When trying to be good. 

Yet Thou wilt never leave me, Lord ; 

Thou dost my faults forgive. 
And teach and help me every day 

A Christian life to live. 



LESSON, — Matt. xiv. 22-33. 

And vStraightway He constrained the disciples to enter 
into the boat, and to go before Him unto the other side, 
till He should send the multitudes away. And after 
He had sent the multitudes away. He went up into the 
mountain apart to pray ; and when even was come, He 
was there alone. But the boat was now in the midst 
of the sea, distressed by the waves ; for the wind was 
contrary. And in the fourth watch of the night He 
came unto them, walking upon the sea. And when 
the disciples saw Him walking on the sea, they were 
'troubled, saying. It is an apparition ; and they cried 

u 2 
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out for fear. ■ But straightway Jesus spake unto them, 
saying, Be of good cheer ; it is I ; be not afraid. And 
Peter answered Him and said, Lord, if it be Thou, bid 
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me come unto Thee upon the waters. And He said, 
Come. And Peter went down from the boat, and walked 
upon the waters, to come to Jesus. But when he saw 
the w^ind he was afraid ; and beginning to sink, he cried 
out, saying. Lord, save me. And immediately Jesus 
stretched forth His hand, and took hold of him, and 
saith unto him, O thou of little faith, wherefore didst 
thou doubt ? And when they were gone up into the 
boat, the wind ceased. And they that were in the boat 
worshipped Him, saying, Of a truth Thou art the Son 
of God. 

PRA YEN. 

Our Father in heaven, all the sins which we have at 
any time sinned we have sinned against Thee. Make 
us increasingly ashamed of sin ; give us truly penitent 
hearts, and help us to amend our lives, doing what Jesus 
Christ would have done, and speaking as He would 
have us speak. Especially now do we pray that we may 
feel about sin as He felt ; may we have the mind which 
was in Him, so that whatever grieves the Holy Spirit 
of God may grieve our spirits, and bring us to true 
repentance and to a better life. — '' Our Father,'' &c. 

SERMOX. 

"They [the wicked] are not in trouble as other men.''— Psalm Ixxiii. 5. 

How is it that the wricked are not in trouble as other 
men ? A psalmist has said they are not. That wicked- 
ness should have less trouble than goodness seems a 
pity, and so strange that it needs explaining. But it is 
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not strange, and it is no pity at all ; for this is the ex- 
planation. Good people are sad when they do wrong, 
and wicked people are not. The more men want to 
be good, the more sad they feel at the wrong things they 
do. So of course the wicked, who don't even care to 
be good are not in trouble as much as men who both 
care to be good and try to be good. 

I knew a little girl who had a kind, brave heart, who 
was never so happy as when doing something which 
pleased some one else — her nurse, her sister, her 
mother, or her God ; she loved all the world, and 
longed for all the world's love. One day this little 
girl accompanied her nurse on a morning's walk, 
which her mamma had ordered not to be to the 
village of Wenbon, where the nurse happened to 
have some acquaintances on whom she was fond 
of calling, and where was a fever. The nurse dis- 
obeyed instructions, and went to the village ; the 
little girl, of course, accompanying her. On their way 
back home the nurse forbade the child to tell where she 
had been, and instructed her, if she should be asked 
about their walk, to say that they had been to some 
other place. When they had entered her mother's room 
the question, ** Where have you been ?" was asked, and 
the little girl gave the answer the nurse had told her 
to give. She did not like to do it ; yet love for the 
"poor nurse" and fear of getting her into trouble over- 
came her reluctance. But immediately after the story 
had left her lips she could not bear it, and, leaving 
the sad place where she had told it, she rushed up 
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stairs into her bedroom and broke into loud sobs. 
What could she do? She was utterly wretched: she 
had done such a dreadful thing. How wicked she had 
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been ! Would God ever forgive her ? Would mamma 
ever love her again ? 

In another room of the house was the nurse — let 
us hope a very uncommon nurse, in this respect at 
least — smiling at the nice way "the little miss" had 
told her tale. She should never any more be afraid 
of taking her with her where she w^ent. A good little 
thing she was ; she should give her a little treat to 
her tea. 

Look now at these two. See how differently their 
hearts are affected by the wrong that has been done. 
One is all bitterness and misery ; the other is elated 
and happy. Let us return to the room of the little 
sorrower. 

She did not long question what was to be done. She 
opened the bedroom door once more, and with quick 
feet, and red, swollen eyes, the little sinner sought her 
mother's room, rushed straight into her mother's arms, 
and before there was time to inquire what all these 
tears and sobbings meant, said, "Oh, mamma, I told a 
story; we did not go to Llanly — we went to see nurse's 
friends at Wenbon. I am very, very sorry!" and then 
she sank deeper into her mother's lap, and sobbed and 
cried more bitterly than ever. After a while she was 
soothed, and felt that both her mother and her God had 
forgiven her wrong. Now do you see, my child, why 
the wicked have not the troubles which the good have. 
They do not take wrong to heart as they ought. 

The difference between bad people and good people 
is not so much in that one does wrong and the other 
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does right, though there is something in that ; yet all do 
wrong, good and bad, old and young. The difference 
is chiefly in this — that good people when they have been 
tempted to do wrong are sorry for it, genuinely sorry 
for it; but bad people when they do wrong are not sorry 
at all. The nurse who told the little girl to tell the 
falsehood was a sinner, and a far greater sinner 
than the little girl she had instructed and threatened 
into story telling, and for whom she was actually now 
preparing a pleasant reward; but while the little girl 
repented with her whole heart, the nurse did not repent 
at all. 

One more thing let me tell you about the little girl 
and her trouble : she was like Jesus Christ. She had 
what the Bible calls fellowship with His sufferings ; for 
who in all the world was so sad on account of our sin as 
He ? The little sorrower had some of the mind which 
was in Christ Jesus ; she thought and felt right about 
sin. This is what the Bible calls *^ godly sorrow,*' 
because it is sorrow like His Who was the image of 
God ; the child had fellowship with His suff*erings. 

And so remember ; — the sign of the old heart, the 
heart of stone, as the Bible calls it, is that there is no 
care for sin. The sign of "a new heart and a right 
spirit'' is that there is sorrow for sin, and God rejoices 
over that. He sees in all the earth no more deeply 
beautiful sight than that little girl broken down with 
^ief at an untruth, prostrate in her mother's arms. 
Let us, then, pray daily that we may be more and 
more in trouble when we sin, and that one by one, 
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we may kill the sins that trouble us, and after a while 
we shall have sinned our last sin and entered into 
the everlasting peace and joy of a sinless, Christ-like 
life ; for ** if we sujfcr with Christ we shall also reign 
with Him." 



GOOD SOLDIERS. 



SERVICE XXXV 



HYMN. 



^'c are but little children weak, 
Nor born in any high estate ; 

^hat can we do for Jesu's sake 

Who is so high, and good, and great ? 

Oh ! day by day each Christian child 
Has much to do without within ; . 

A death to die for Jesu's sake, 
A weary war to wage with sin. 

When deep within our swelling hearts 
The thoughts of pride and anger rise. 

When bitter words are on our tongues. 
And tears of passion in our eyes ; 



Then we may stay the angry blow, 
Then we may check the hasty word — 

Give gentle answers back again, 
And fight a battle for our Lord. 

With smiles of peace and looks of love. 
Light in our dwellings we may' make, 

Bid kind good-humour brighten there, 
And do it all for Jesu's sake. 

There's not a child so small and weak, 
But has his little cross to take ; 

His little work of love and praise, 
That he may do for Jesa*s sake. 



LESSON. — Luke ix. 18-26. 

And it came to pass, as He was praying alone, the 
disciples were with Him : and He asked them saying, 
Who do the multitudes say that I am ? And they 
answering said, John the Baptist ; but others say 
Elijah ; and others, that one of the old prophets is risen 
again. And He said unto them, But who say ye that I 
am ? And Peter answering said. The Christ of God. 
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But He charged them, and commanded them to tell thi 
to no man ; saying, The Son of man must suffer man 
things, and be rejected of the elders and chief priest 
and scribes, and be killed, and the third day be raise 
up. And He said unto all. If any man would com 
after Me, let him deny himself, and take up his ores 
daily, and follow Me. For whosoever would save hi 
life shall lose it ; but whosoever shall lose his life fc 
My sake, the same shall save it. For what is a ma 
profited if he gain the whole world, and lose or forfe; 
his own self? For whosoever shall be ashanied of M 
and of My words, of him shall the Son of man b 
ashamed, when He cometh in His own glorj', and // 
glory of the Father, and of the holy angels. 



PRA YER. 

O God our King, Whose youthful soldiers we are — fc 
Whom we have to fight with temptations and sins, an 
evil habits and tempers — help us, we pray Thee, tha 
for love of Thee we may fight well and win. May ou 
daily desire be to do what is good and pure, brave an 
beautiful. Save us from ever)' mean and selfish feeling 
save us from every untruth in word and thought. Giv 
us strength of heart and great patience, that howeve 
hard our battle with sin may be, w^e may never give i 
up until we have conquered, and have Thy permissio 
to rest. By the fear and love of Thee, strengthen us.- 
** Our Father," &c. 



Good Soldiers. 




SKRMOX. 

" Endure hardntss as a good soldkr of Jesus Clirisl."— S/. I\ii,l. 

You know well what a soldier is. He wears, you sav, 
a coloured coat, and carries a sword and s^un ; he is a 
ser\'ant of the kin<j of his country, and fif^hts the king's 
enemies. And you know, too, what kind of a character 
a soldier has. A good soldier is both obedient and 
brave, does what it is his duty to do, no matter what be 
the danger of doing it ; he goes where he ought to go, 
even in the face of belching cannon and flying shot, and 
he stands where he ought to stand, though pain and 
death be the consequence. J will tell vou of two soldiers 
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who did even a braver deed than to face the blazing 
cannon. Two men once lived at the foot of a great 
mountain called Vesuvius, which has a huge opening 
at its top, which sinks down into the mountain, and is 
deep and dark ; and one day this opening changed from 
black rock into a sea of red fire. Then the fiery sea 
sent up into the sky a fountain of thunders and light- 
nings, angry flames and smoke, red-hot rock and cinders, 
till it seemed as if the clouds were on fire and the 
heavens would fall. And these stones and burning 
cinders fell down on to a town at the foot of the moun- 
tain where these two men lived, and they and all the 
people were terrified. The town was called Pompeii. 
All must fly, or be killed, or buried alive by the falling 
rocks and ashes. And they fled, and the ground reeled 
beneath their feet. And these two men were standing 
at the gate of the city. They, too, saw the blazing 
mountain; they, too, heard the terrible thunder and felt 
the ground trembling, and what do you think they did ? 
**Ran away," you say, ** and saved their lives, like other 
people." No. It was a sentinel's duty to stand at his 
post until he received orders to go away, and they were 
sentinels ; so they did not run, but stood and did their 
duty. Poor brave fellows ! They saw the men of the 
city, with their children under their arms, flying from 
it. They too, maybe, had children whom they loved. 
Should they rush to their homes, pick up their pets, and 
fly too ? No ! it was their duty to stand till ordered to 
go ; so they stood. And the sky became blacker, the 
air they breathed still hotter and stifling, so thickened 
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was it with dust of falling ashes that breathing be- 
canie a misery, and they must soon be suffocated, if 
they were not struclc dead by some lump of burning rock 
as it fell. The road that would lead them away ran 
close by ; thousands were passing along it — why should 
not they go too? Why? Because it was their duty to 
stand, and they stood; and the mountain went on pour- 
ing out its fire and ashes upon them till they were 
completely stifled, and they stood, leaning up against 
their sentry boxes, dead. And it went on still pouring 
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out its rubbish till it rose above their knees, then above 
their heads, and they were buried where the}- stood, in 
ashes and cinders ; and a few years ago the ashes 
were being dug away, and there the two faithful fellows 
were found. Nothing had moved them. Duty was their 
word, and, rather than fail in duty, they suffered and 
died. 

Now let mte tell you of another still braver soldier ; 
for, brave as were thcvse two sentinels at the Pompeiian 
gate, there are vStill braver hearts than theirs. Edgar 
Townsend was a young soldier of the Queen and of 
Jesus Christ in India, a land of elephants and tigers ; 
but it was not in his conduct with wild beasts that he 
showed his bravery. Edgar had soldier companions 
who swore : some of them gambled and did other 
things equally wrong; but Edgar would not join 
with them. He could not find it in his heart. So, 
with ill-suppressed ridicule, his companions praised 
him as ** a pious young man.'' It was exceedingly 
cruel to do this ; but such cruelty was to them 
rather a luxury. Edgar was high-spirited, and keenly 
felt their sneers ; they were simply dreadful to him. He 
coloured and his heart sank, for he was quite alone. It 
was a dreadful thing to be made fun of, and to have 
not one heart in sympathy with you ; so Edgar felt. 
To face an army with roaring cannon and flashing 
swords — that he could have done with no fear ; but 
this jeering was anguish to him. Yet, of course, he 
could escape it, if he would join the swearers. But it 
was his duty not to swear, and it was his duty not to 
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run away, but to '* stand " and be laughed at ; so he 
would not swear, and stood the laughter, and did his 
duty, and was what God has honoured with the name 
of ** a good soldier of Jesus Christ,'* enduring what was 
hard to endure. 

And just one more story. It shall be of a boy- 
soldier of Jesus. Boys are even found in the Queen's 
service, and I have read of a little drummer, who 
went into the thick of battle, among the bullets and 
bayonets, drumming his ** Rata-ran-tan, rata-ran-tan," 
because it was his duty, and was carried from the field 
wounded, bleeding, and dying. But I want you to think 
of a braver boy than even this, who wore no little red 
coat, carried no drum, who was still a soldier in the 
service of the living God, and one who endured what 
was hard to endure. 

** Come along, do ; it will be capital fun," said 
Charles James, the biggest boy of three. 

** No,'* said Ben, ** I won't — I can't ; my mother 
wouldn't like me to." 

**0h!" cried Charles James, in his most irritating 
tone. " Tied to your mother's apron string, eh ? Dear 
mammy boy ! " and then the others joined the ridicule. 
It did not matter to them that there were three against 
one. 

**Ah! What's up?" inquired a fourth and fifth boy, 
as they came near, attracted by the loud laughter of 
Charles James and the rest. Ben was now pale and 
timid. 

" Up ! Why, here's a mammy boy — he won't play 

X 
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with powder ; he musn't, for his mother does't like it ! " 
replied Charles James, roaring with laughter ; and the 
other boys joined with him. 

" Ah, you sneak !" said the first of the new boys. 

** A young saint!" sneered the second, giving 
Ben's arm a pinch. "Would your mother like that?'* 

"Come, fair play!" cried a blustering boy, as, 
attracted by the seemingly interesting crowd, he led a 
few others to the spot — "fair play! What's all this 
about ? " 

" Nothing," said Ben, mustering all his courage and 
strength — " nothing. I am not going to his powder- 
blasting, that's all." 

Ben had said this, feehng sure of the last comer's 
favour. But he was mistaken : even he at once joined 
with the rest in jeering and laughter, and Ben was in 
great pain. And with some stinging remarks the merry 
crowd left him. And One eye saw his brave " stand " 
to his duty. " Children, obey your parents," was his 
Commander's order; and in the face of all the ridicule, 
though sick at heart, the soldier obeyed. And God, Who 
saw the sensitive soul of the lad suffering keenly, and 
standing all rather than do wrong, said of him, as his 
foolish mockers went away, " Well done, good and 
faithful servant !" So be brave and like Ben; do right, 
however much suffering it may bring to you, and God 
will applaud you and honour you with His favour. 



THE GOOD SHEPHERD. 



SERVICE XXXVI. 



HYMN. 



Was there ever kindest shepherd 
Half so gentle, half so sweet, 

As the Saviour Who would have us 
Come and gather round His feet ? 

There is welcome for the sinner, 
And more graces for the good ; 

There is mercy with the Saviour, 
There is healing in His blood. 



There is plentiful redemption 
In the blood that has been shed ; 

There is joy for all the members 
In the sorrows of the Head. 

For the love of God is broader 
Than the measures of man's mind ; 

And the heart of the Eternal 
Is most wonderfully kind. 



If our love were but more simple, 
We should take Him at His word ; 

And our lives would be all sunshine 
In the sweetness of our Lord. 



LESSON. — jfohnx, 1-5, 11-15. 

Verily, verily, I say unto you, He that entereth not 
by the door into the fold of the sheep, but climbeth up 
some other way, the same is a thief and a robber. But 
he that entereth in by the door is the shepherd of the 
sheep. To him the porter openeth ; and the sheep hear 
his voice : and he calleth his own sheep by name, and 
leadeth them out. When he hath put forth all his own, 
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he goeth before them, and the sheep follow him: for 
they know his voice. And a stranger will they not 
follow, but will flee from him ; for they know not the 
voice of strangers. I am the Good Shepherd : the Good 
Shepherd layeth down His life for the sheep. He that is 
a hireling, and not a shepherd, whose own the sheep 
are not, beholdeth the wolf coming, and leaveth the 
sheep, and fleeth, and the wolf snatcheth them, and 
scattereth them : he fleeth because he is a hireling, and 
careth not for the sheep. I am the Good Shepherd; and 
I know Mine own, and Mine own know Me, even as the 
Father knoweth Me, and I know the Father ; and I lay 
down My life for the sheep. 

PRAYER. 

O Jesus, our Good Shepherd, Who hast come to 
gather us into our Father's fold and home, guide Thou 
our way. Guide us by Thy dear life, and by Thy sweet 
voice ; save us, kind Saviour, from all the evil things 
which seek to destroy our trust in God and our love of 
Him and of His holy will. Thou loving guide and 
keeper of souls, guide us and keep us in the way Thou 
Thyself didst tread, the way everlasting. — *' Our Father," 
&c. 

SERMON. 

** I am the Good Shepherd.*'— 7«tts. 

In His teaching people Jesus often compared Himself 
to a shepherd, a good shepherd. A shepherd, you 
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know, is one who takes care of sheep ; and in Eastern 
countries, which are far hotter than this country, and 
are infested with wild beasts, the care of sheep requires 
a thoughtful, watchful mind, a kind, brave heart, and 
a strong arm. At no time of the year in England 
is the grass of the fields scorched up by the fierce heat 
of the sun ; but in the East there are seasons in which 
the green meadow becomes brown and burnt, and the 
cattle find no grass. Nor in England are there wild 
beasts prowling about sleeping sheep seeking to devour 
them ; but there, there are wolves, bears, leopards, and 
lions, which steal quietly up to the sheep-folds, rush 
in on the flocks and do great damage ; there is danger 
day and night. Now, it was in one of these countries 
that Jesus lived when He spoke the tender and loving 
words, " I am the Good Shepherd ;" and the people 
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who listened to those words knew what a brave and 
tender man a really good shepherd was, and what risky 
things he dared for his flock. When the sun had 
scorched up the grass in the valley, and all was parched 
and dead, and there was nothing for the hungry sheep 
to eat, he would lead them away up the hills to heights 
where it was cooler, and there he would climb about 
up amongst the shady rocks, reaching where the sheep 
could not reach, gathering out of the cool nooks arm- 
fuls of sweet, green grass, risking limb and life in his 
pity for his panting, fainting flock, he never thinking 
of his own danger. Doubtless his poor sheep welcomed 
his grass with greedy delight, though they had but a 
small conception of the goodness of their benefactor's 
heart. He did what he did, not for the hope of their 
reward, but to please his own kind heart — because he 
was so good a shepherd. 

Sometimes in the broad light of day, but oftener still 
in the darkness of night, some ravenous beast — a bear, 
or a lion, or a leopard, or a wolf — without being seen or 
heard by sheep or shepherd, would slily steal up to the 
fold, then bounding from its hiding-place, try to seize 
on a sheep or a lamb, and rush off, bearing it away for 
a meal in its den. Then the shepherd sprang to his 
feet, leapt to the spot where the beast Was, fell upon it, 
tried to kill it, or at least to save the sheep and drive 
the wild beast away. 

King David, you remember, when young was a 
shepherd, and he tells how one night a bear came creep- 
ing, creeping up to his flock, so near without being 
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seen that it actually pounced upon a sheep ; but when it 
was making oii" with it, David pursued it, came up with 
it, fought it, and — brave youth ! — he killed it, and saved 
the sheep. A sheep out of a bear's jaws would doubtless 
be sore for a while, perhaps lame ; but it is better to 
live, and to be lame even, than to be killed. We need 
not wonder whether the poor thing felt grateful to its 
deliverer. David's satisfaction was in his own heart. 
Because he was^ooti, he must be brave and kind and un- 
selfish. Good hearts cannot help doing good. Another 
time, perhaps among the shadows of the quiet moon- 
light, a lion came stealing upon its soft paws, till close 
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to where the sheep were sleeping, when, with a growl, 
it sprang in amongst them, and was off again with one 
in its mouth, when David awoke and pursued it. You 
can easily excuse a man, even a brave man, from 
encountering a lion at any time, but especially alone, 
and in the night too ; but a good shepherd will not 
excuse himself. Night as it was, David followed and 
caught it, and, taking the sheep out of its mouth, slew 
it. The shepherd, for his flock's sake, risked his life 
at the paw of the bear and the fang of the lion. 

The people to whom Jesus spoke when He called 
Himself ** the Good Shepherd " had these shepherd 
stories and scenes in their minds, and they knew how 
brave, kind, and strong their good shepherds were. We 
must think of such men when we read the words *' I am 
the Good Shepherd ; the Good Shepherd giveth his life 
for the sheep.'' 

But he must give his life in other ways than to 
fight their enemies and risk death ; he must bear all 
weariness and restrain all impatience — indeed, think only 
of them and their welfare. In the hottest weather, whilst 
seeking green grass, he must sometimes lead his flock 
a long way, necessarily wearying them, and especially 
the lambs and the older ones that were weakly. At 
such times he must have pity on them, and walk as 
slowly, for the sake of the weary and feeble, as they can 
comfortably walk, and the least lambs he would by 
turns carry in his bosom. However tired he himseli 
might be, he would carry the tired lambs. So he 
was as tender as he was daring and strong, — tender 
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as a mother and daring as a warrior. A mother and 
a warrior blended in one makes the soul of the good 
shepherd. 

And men like these have hearts that are like the heart 
of Him Who keeps the souls of men. And we are His 
sheep when we hear His voice. It sounds to us in every 
duty, in ev^ery Christ-like deed, in everything that we 
ought to do that is lovely and of good report, saying 
'' Follow Me.'' 



THE SELF-WILLED. 

SERVICE XXXVII. 



HYMN. 

O Holy Lord, content to fill 

In lowly home the lowliest place ; 
Thy childhood's law, a mother's will ; 

Obedience meek, Thy brighest grace, 

Lead every child that bears Thy Name 

To walk in Thine own guileless way — 
To dread the touch of sin and shame. 

And humbly, like Thyself, obey. 

Gather Thy lambs within Thine arms. 

And gently in Thy bosom bear ; 
Keep them, O Lord, from hurt and harm, 

And bid them rest for ever there. 

So shall they, waiting here below. 

Like Thee, their Lord, a little span, 
In wisdom and in stature grow. 

And favour with both God and man. 

LESSON. — Luke xv. 1-7. 

Now all the publicans and sinners were 'drawing 
near unto Him for to hear Him. And both the 
Pharisees and the scribes murmured, saying, This man 
receiveth sinners, and eateth with them. And' he spake 
unto them this parable, saying. What man of you, 
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having a hundred sheep, and having lost one of them, 
doth not leave the ninety and nine in the wilderness, 
and go after that which is lost, until he find it ? And 
when he hath found it, he layeth it on his shoulders, 
rejoicing. And when he cometh home, he calleth 
together his friends and his neighbours, saying unto 
them. Rejoice with me, for I have found my sheep 
which was lost. I say unto you, that even so there 
shall be joy in heaven over one sinner that repenteth, 
more than over ninety and nine righteous persons 
which need no repentance. 

PR A YER. 

God, our merciful and mighty Father, Thou knowest 
how foolish are some of the thoughts and intents of 
our hearts, and yet how ver}' strong they are. We 
often disobey our wisest and kindest earthly friends, 
and we often disobey Thee, Who art wiser and kinder 
than them all ; but Thou wilt have pity on us, and 
pardon and help us, that we may put away this our 
folly and seek not to do our own will, but Thine. Lead 
us thus. Thou wisest and best of our friends, through 
Jesus Christ.—** Our Father,'* &c. 

SERMON. 

*' My sheep, which was lost.'' — The Good Shepherd, 

We are going to talk about disobedience to parents 
and disobedience to God ; and I am going to tell you, 
in a kind of story which is called a parable, how foolish 
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it is not to trust and obey those who love you and care 
for you. 

There was once a flock of sheep belonging to a 
good shepherd. So long as it listened to his call and 
followed where he led, it was always sure of sweet, 
fresh grass to eat, cool, bright brooks from which to 
drink, and a comfortable fold in which to rest and sleep 
at night, safe from wild beasts and every harm. As it 
often happens with children, so it sometimes happens 
with sheep : though they have everything, and more 
than everything, heart can wish, they are self-willed, and 
that spoils all. They want their own way, and fancy 
that they could be supremely happy if nobody controlled 
them, and they could do and be just what they liked. 
Well, so it happened in this very flock. One sheep espe- 
cially got it into its foolish little head, that it was a very 
hard thing to be always doing just what its shepherd 
wanted. It was not at all pleasant to be following at 
his heels, as it called it, all day, and then to be shut up 
in his *Mittle stuffy fold" all night, while there was such a 
wide and beautiful world to see, and so many delightful 
things to enjoy; and so frequently were these thoughts 
cherished that at length it resolved to take an early 
chance to get rid of the shepherd's irksome control, 
and to go out and away into the beautiful world, and be 
its own master. And the chance soon came : as one 
morning the flock were following their guide round the 
jutting corner of a rock this sheep dropped behind till 
it was the very last, and when all but itself had passed 
round, it stood still while the rest went on. Then, 
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finding it was not missed, quite overjoyed, it frisked 
and scampered away into what it called ** the lovely 
world," to be its own master and to see what was to 
be seen. 

What it saw I will tell you. It had not gone very far 
before it saw that it had lost itself! Hunger came on 
and it became very thirsty, but it saw no grass to eat, 
no water to drink ! It wandered about to find where it 
was, but only to lose itself more completely. As the hot 
day went on and it found no food, it became weary and 
faint. Then it began to think that after all, for some 
things, it was nice to have a shepherd ; he always 
found grass for one's hunger and water for one's thirst. 
So all through the day the wanderer became increasingly 
wretched, and at evening it was more wretched still. 
For as the sun was setting, it heard a distant sound 
which made its heart beat violently : it was the howl of 
a hungry wolf. It had not thought before that there 
were other hungry things in the world besides sheep — 
things which hungered for the blood of the sheep — and at 
once it remembered the fold and its high wall and closed 
door. To be made to go into that did not now seem 
a '* hard " lot ; nor did the wide and beautiful world, 
and being its ** own master " in it, seem quite as 
charming as they had seemed to be but yesterday ; it 
would indeed, be heartily glad to be back again ! At the 
sound of the howl of the wolf it had started to its feet, 
and begun to think of trying to go back ; but it was too 
faint and feeble. It ran a little way, then it stumbled 
into a thicket of thorns, from which it was quite too 
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weak to free itself. The evening was darkening, the 
night would soon be here. 

Now let us look elsewhere. Just then, far away, 
the shepherd was folding his sheep, and as they 
passed the door he counted them, and lo! one was 
missing. There were only ninety-nine. Where was 
the hundredth ? It was lost ! His heart went 
out for it. Well did he know the dangers of a 
night in the desert, so, shutting the door of the fold, 
away he went to seek and to save it. He hunted far 
and wide. He shouted, and then listened to catch the 
sound of the poor wanderer's bleat. Often did he shout, 
and often did he listen before he heard the longed- 
for reply. At length it came — a feeble, faint "baa, 
baa " from the distance ; and, following the direction of 
the sound, he called again. Another bleat, then another. 
Yes ; there it was ! A few more steps and the lost one 
was found, panting, fast among thorns, and quivering 
with fear and pain in every limb. " Dear, foolish 
sheep!" said the shepherd, as, at a glance, he took 
in its forlorn condition. Then, seeing that however 
willing the sheep was to follow him it was far too 
weak to do so, he lifted it up onto his shoulders, and, 
weary though he was, carried it back to its home. 
But for its great weakness there was no need to have 
carried it ; never was it so thankful for a shepherd, or 
so willing to obey his voice. What the Bible calls the 
eyes of its understanding had been opened. So it came 
home a humbler, a wiser, and a happier sheep. 

Here is a picture of the self-willed, (i) They fancy 
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what is not true. When children disobey their parents — 
who are their children's shepherds — it is because they 
fancy it will somehow be nice to do so ; but it is a foolish 
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fancy. And so, too, when we do not obey our heavenly 
Father — Who is the Shepherd of us all — in our foolish- 
ness we fancy it will be pleasant not to obey Him ; but 
we are wrong. Self-will towards God is not only sinful, 
it is always a blunder. God tells us to do things we do 
not like : we hear His voice leading us to be forgiving, 
to be generous, to return good for evil, and we don't 
like to follow it ; so we don't follow, but go our own 
way, for we feel as if God was unkind, as if God wanted 
to manage our lives that He might make us miserable. 
Then we are just like that self-willed sheep: we fancy 
what is not true — what is, indeed, the very opposite of 
true. 

And (2) as soon as they know the truth, the self-willed 
see how foolish they have been. 

And, best of all, God is like that kind shepherd ; 
when we turn again, and are sorry for our foolishness, 
and resolve to do better in the future. He soon forgives 
us and pities our folly. It is a good thing that we have 
such a God. Let us obey His voice, and please not our- 
selves, but Him; for His commandments are as kind 
as His tender mercies. They all come from the same 
fountain of wisdom and love. 



JOY IN OBEDIENCE. 



SERVICE XXXVIII. 



HYMN. 



There is a mother's voice of love 
To hush her little child ; 

There is a father's voice of praise, 
So earnest and so mild. 

But there is yet another voice, 
That speaks in gentler tone — 

I think that we can hear it best 
When we are quite alone. 

It is a still small, holy voice, 
The voice of God most high. 

That whispers always in our heart. 
And says that He is by. 



The voice will blame us when we're 
wrong, 

And praise us when we're right ; 
We hear it in the light of day, 

And in the quiet night. 

And even they whose ears are deaf 

To every other sound. 
When they have listened, in their hearts 

The still small voice have found. 

And they have felt that God is good. 
And thanked Him for the voice 

That told them what was right and true, 
And made their hearts rejoice. 



LESSON. — Matt. xiii. 36-43. 

Then He left the multitudes, and went into the 
house : and His disciples came unto Him, saying, 
Explain unto us the parable of the tares of the field. 
And He answered and said, He that soweth the good 
seed is the Son of man ; and the field is the world ; 
and the good seed, these are the sons of the kingdom ; 

y 



322 Sunday Evenings with my Children, 

and the tares are the sons of the evil one : and the enemy 
that sowed them is the devil : and the harvest is the end 
of the world ; and the reapers are angels. As therefore 
the tares are gathered up and burned with fire ; so shall 
it be in the end of the world. The Son of man shall 
send forth His angels, and they shall gather out of His 
kingdom all things that cause stumbling, and them that 
do iniquity, and shall cast them into the furnace of fire : 
there shall be the weeping and gnashing of teeth. Then 
shall the righteous shine forth as the sun in the king- 
dom of their Father. He that hath ears, let him hear. 

PR A YER. 

O God, Who knowest our hearts and all our dangers 
and needs, hear us who pray to Thee and save us 
from every kind of sin and wickedness. Thou, O God, 
art our best, most loving Friend. We are glad to know 
that it is a real joy to Thee when we truly feel that we 
are Thy children, and obey Thee as our Father. We 
thank Thee for the glad teachings of Jesus ; may we 
hear His word. We thank Thee for the sweet spirit of 
Jesus ; may we receive that spirit into our hearts, and 
live it in our daily lives. Hear us for Jesus' sake. — 
** Our Father," &c. 

SERMON. 

" Thy loving kindness is better than life." — Psalm Ixiii. 3. 

Now go with me to a town in Scotland which is on 
the sea-coast. There are houses along the shore, and 
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there is a long stretch of sand covered with shallow pools 
of water left by the outgone tide ; and past these pools 
of shore is the wild, billowy sea, on which are rocking 
at anchor the boats of the fishermen who live in the 
town. The place is all alive with excitement. Long 
lines of people are wending their way down the narrow 
streets. What can have happened ? They look like 
streams of people coming from church ; for their manner 
seems unusually serious, and most of them are talking 
about religion, and in a subdued tone. Still, they are 
not coming from church, for there is no service there 
to-day. It is a week-day, and business may be done as 
usual ; yet there is no business doing, and the shop- 
keepers are turning the keys in their doors and joining 
the crowd in the streets. Where are they going ? They 
are not going home, for all their faces are in one direc- 
tion ; they are making for the shore. Why do they go 
there ? There are rich and poor, old and young. What 
are they going to see ? You cannot guess what the 
sight is to be. But watch awhile. Yonder comes 
something to which all eyes are turned. As it comes 
nearer we see that it is a little group of priests and 
soldiers, and two women. One of the women is old and 
feeble, and her hands are bound together with vStrong 
iron rings, and a rope is round her waist. One of the 
soldiers has hold of the rope, and is dragging her along^ 
though there is no need to drag her ; she is willing to 
go quietly enough. Behind her is a girl, and she^ 
too, is bound — her hands with iron and her waist with a 
rope — and another soldier is dragging her along. What 

Y 2 
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a strange procession ! It reaches the shore, and the 
crowd makes way, and the busy hum of talk is hushed. 
Some pity the old woman, but all pity the fair young 
girl. They have just come from prison, and now they 
are being led out to die. But what have they done to 
be imprisoned and put to death ? They are full of joy 
in obeying God, and cannot obey man. That is all. 
And for that they have been sent to prison, with foul, 
damp walls, filthy, slimy floors, all cold and dark. 
They did not like these things : they were very painful 
to them ; and doubtless they had some good cries over 
their miseries there. Yet they might have come out 
again and gone to their homes in peace if they would 
only have done what the king told them to do ; but they 
could not, for they felt that it was a wrong thing and 
would grieve God ; and the miseries of a horrible prison 
were not so miserable as the mere thinking about grieving 
God. So, while they respected the king of Scotland, 
they obeyed the King of Glor}% and for that obedience 
they are to die. 

It is to see these two martyrs I have asked you to 
come with me to this shore of the Scottish town. A 
martyr is a person who dies for his religion — one who is 
put to death because he will not do something he feels 
to be a sin against God, and which a king or some 
person with authority and power commands him to do. 
There were men once who could not bear to hear even 
the name of Jesus, and who hated all who loved Jesus, 
and these men knew a man named Stephen, who loved 
Jesus with his whole heart, and delighted to speak about 
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Him. So they were exceedingly angry against Stephen, 
and because he did not give up his love they took up 
stones, rushed on him, and dashed the stones at him 
till they killed him. So Stephen is called a martyr^ 
the first martyr for Christ. 

Now let us follow the procession along the shore. 
Whilst we have been talking the soldiers have set up 
two posts in the wet sand — one is away yonder, down 
close to where the sea waves are breaking. To that they 
make the aged woman stand, and, having bound her to 
it with ropes, they ask her what to her means, ** Will 
she deny God and honour the king ?" Her life hangs 
upon the answer. But to her the sweetness of pleasing 
God is far better than the sweetness of living ; so, very 
naturally she answers, she cannot. Then they leave her 
there, and retire to the second post, which is farther 
from the sea, and near to the town. Then they order 
the girl to stand up to that ; she obeys, and they bind 
her to it with ropes, and then ask her what to her 
means, ** Will she deny God and honour the king?'^ 
The girl's life depends upon her answer. But she has 
no hesitancy. For the bare idea of disobedience to God is 
simply unutterable wretchedness to her. She turns sick 
at the thought, and firmly and calmly replies, she 
cannot. Then they point her to the stake near the sea. 
The tide is coming in. Already the waves are rising 
round it ; slowly, wave by wave, they reach its top, 
and the aged woman is no more : the waters have 
covered her ; she is drowned. Again the young girl 
is asked to save her life. She may do so, or be 
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drowned like her companion. But she tells them her 
joy is to obey God ; a life without His favour were a 
life not worth living. To obey Him is better than life. 
Then they fasten the ropes round her tighter, and make 
her sob with pain. They have no need to do this. She 
does not try to get away, but they are angry with her, 
they do not understand her ; a young girl like she is, 
throwing away her life ! She seems to them to be 
obstinate and foolish. Perhaps they mean to be kind by 
their anger ; they are sorry for her to throw away, as they 
think, her fair young life. They had made her watch 
the waves rise, inch by inch, around her companion till 
she was drowned, in the hope of frightening her into 



Joy m Obedience. 327 

submission. But though she had turned deadly pale, 
and her lips had quivered with prayer for strength, the 
sight had failed. And now they think the pinch of 
ropes round her limbs will persuade her to yield ; but 
it does not. So their anger becomes cruel, and they 
sneer and jest, while the sea rolls in its cold waves, 
wave chasing wave, till at length the sea surrounds her, 
and the soldiers withdraw. At last the work is done, 
and from the grey, wild sea her glad spirit goes to God. 

Such was this girPs joy in obedience to God ; pain 
and death could not change it. 

And had she lived to keep God's commandments, 
her joy in obeying would have made her quite as 
brave ; for, after all, it was not courage but love which 
conquered both death and sin, and love made both 
conquests joyful and easy to her. 

Whether at the stake or in the daily duties of life, the 
heart in love with God finds its deepest blessedness in 
doing His will. Such spirits but tell the plain truth 
when they say — 

** In Thy favour is life. 

** Thy loving kindness is better than life !'' 



THE CORDS OF LOVE 



SERVICE XXXIX. 



HYMN. 



Who is this, so weak and helpless, 
Child of lowly Hebrew maid, 

Rudely in a stable shelterM, 
Coldly in a manger laid ? 

'Tis the Lord of all creation. 
Who this wondrous path hath trod. 

He is God from everlasting, 
And to everlasting God. 

Who is this, a Man of sorrows 
Walking sadly life's hard way — 

Homeless, weary, sighing, weeping 
Over sin and Satan's sway ? 



'Tis our God, our glorious Saviour, 

Who above the starry sky 
Now prepares the many mansions 

Where no tear can dim the eye. 

Who is this that hangeth dying, 
While the rude world scoffs and scorns. 

On the cross, with sinners numbered, 
Pierced by nails and crown'd with 
thorns ? 

'Tis the God Who ever liveth, 
'Mid the shining ones on high, 

In the glorious golden city, 
Reigning everlastingly. 



LESSON.— John xx. 1-16. 

Now on the first day of the week cometh Mary Magda- 
lene early, while it was yet dark, unto the tomb, and 
seeth the stone taken away from the tomb. She runneth 
therefore, and cometh to Simon Peter, and to the other 
disciple, whom Jesus loved, and saith unto them, They 
have taken away the Lord out of the tomb, and we know 
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not where they have laid Him. Peter therefore went forth, 
and the other disciple, and they went toward the tomb. 
And they ran both together : and the other disciple out- 
ran Peter, and came first to the tomb; and stooping and 
looking in, he seeth the linen cloths lying ; yet entered 
he not in. Simon Peter therefore also cometh, following 
him, and entered into the tomb ; and he beholdeth the 
linen cloths lying, and the napkin, that was upon His 
head, not lying with the linen cloths, but rolled up in a 
place by itself. Then entered in therefore the other 
disciple also, which came first to the tomb, and he saw, 
and believed. For as yet they knew not the Scripture, 
that He must rise again from the dead. So the disciples 
went away again unto their own home. But Mary was 
standing without at the tomb weeping : so, as she wept, 
she stooped and looked into the tomb ; and she beholdeth 
two angels in white sitting, one at the head, and one at 
the feet, where the body of Jesus had lain. And they 
say unto her, Woman, why weepest thou ? She saith 
unto them. Because they have taken away my Lord, 
and I know not w^here they have laid Him. When she 
had thus said, she turned herself back, and beholdeth 
Jesus standing, and knew not that it was Jesus. Jesus 
saith unto her. Woman, why weepest thou? whom seekest 
thou? She, supposing Him to be the gardener, saith unto 
Him, Sir, if thou hast borne Him hence, tell me where 
thou hast laid Him, and I will take Him away. Jesus 
saith unto her, Mar}\ She turneth herself, and saith unto 
Him in Hebrew, Rabboni ; which is to say. Master. 
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PR A YER. 

O Jesus Christ, all we have ever learnt about Thee is 
beautiful. We read of Thy ways with sinful people, 
with the weak and the sick and the sorrowful, with 
little children and with the aged, with Thy friends and 
Thine enemies, and they are altogether lovely ; yet 
teach us how far more fair is Thy coming into our 
world to seek and to save man. O Son of God, we 
beseech Thee give us thoughtful eyes that we may see this 
Thy greatest glory ; give us loving hearts that we may feel 
its mighty power, that by seeing Thy lovely ways we 
may learn to love Thyself and, by the love of Thee, be 
drawn here to a life of goodness and hereafter to Thy 
presence in heaven. — ** Our Father," &c. 



SERMON. 

" I, if I be lifted up from the earth, will draw all. men unto Me.*' — Jesus. 

There are two ways of making people do difficult 
things. One is by using authority, commanding them, 
and, if they won't do it without, by using threatening and 
punishment. That way we will call the driving way. 

But there is another very different and far more 
excellent way which makes people do things quite as 
difficult to do — indeed, things far more difficult — and do 
them more quickly, more thoroughly, and with a cheer- 
ful, joyful heart. This way is not the driving way ; it 
is the drawing way ; it is the way Jesus speaks of when 
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He says, " I, if I be lifted up, will draw all men unto 
Me." All the disciples of Jesus are drawn. Well, 
then, what is it to be drawn ? 

The drawing of Jesus is a gentle power over the heart. 
You have perhaps seen a needle lying on the smooth 
surface of a plate, following a loadstone which some- 
body was moving about underneath the plate. Wherever 
the loadstone went under the plate, there the needle 
went, following on the surface of it. The needle was 
drawn by the loadstone. Now, to men's hearts Jesus is 
like that loadstone to the needle. When the heart is 
near to Him it feels drawn to Him. Peter, and James, 
and John, and Mary, and Martha — they felt something 
in that bright, lovely life, for which they could leave 
ships, and homes, and all. They must be near Him, to 
follow Him wherever He went, and never to leave Him. 
And this drawing is a delightful thing. The power 
of Jesus over men makes them more happy than any- 
thing else they 
have ever known. 
The needle as it 
follows the load- 
stone has no feel- 
ing—it is neither 
glad nor sorrj' ; so 
the drawing of 
Jesus is not like 
that. It is more 
like what the drawing of honeyed flower is to the 
busy little bee ; the bee is glad to be drawn : it is a 




332 Sunday Evenings with my Children. 

pleasant and a joyful thing. To get to the attractive 
sweet, it will travel far on weary wing, humming all the 
way, as if for very joy ; and, when it arrives, how eagerly 
does it thrust its little tongue down into the delicious 
store and drink delight ! 

Now, what deliciousness in the flower is to the bee, 
that Jesus is to those who know Him. He draws by the 
delight He gives. People find in thinking of Him a 
sweeter life and nobler joy. 

Then, again, the drawing of Jesus saves men from 
living wrong lives, saves from sin. One day, on the 
sea-coast where I was staying, a steamer with many 
people on board was reported to be driven onto the 
rocks on the shore under the cliffs, and the furious sea 
was said to be fast breaking the steamer to pieces. It 
was a dreadful day — the winds seemed frantic, rain fell 
in torrents, and froze as it fell. As soon as I heard the 
sad news, I left my snug room and warm fire, put on 
my hat and coat, and set off to the place of the wreck, 
to see if I could do anything to help to save the poor 
people on it from the dreadful death which threatened 
them. 

When I reached the cliff, there, not far away, I saw 
the unhappy ship, as if herself in great agony, rolling 
and leaping among the rocks, almost buried in wild 
white foam. On the cliff there were men trying to send 
a rope out onto the ship, to fix one end to the ship 
and the other to a firm rock on the shore, and with 
them they had a chair with pullies. They were trjung 
to fire the rope from the land to the ship, to send this 
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chair-on-pullies along the rope to the ship ; then 
when one of the people on the sinking ship had got 
safely seated in it, they would pull it back again to land, 
and thus, one by one, save the people on the ship from 
being drowned! How we watched those eager men 
trying to shoot their precious rope to the ship and fail, 
then try again, and fail again ! and, oh, how distressing 
it was to see them fail and fail again ! At length our 
hearts leaped and shouted for joy. They had succeeded. 
Then the other end of rope was fixed fast to the 
steamer's mast, the chair on the pulley-wheels was 
pulled along from the shore to the ship, and a woman 
was put into it — for brave hearts, even though they beat 
beneath a rough sailor's breast, always say, " Ladies 
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first." When the woman was safely in, the men on 
land pulled, and the chair began to return. Then how 
excitedly we watched the precarious thing creep slowly 
along, fluttering in the furious wind, dashed by the 
clouds of spray! And the rope so swayed and bent 
with the weight of the chair and the strength of the 
wind, that it seemed as if it must break, or the 
woman at least fall out of the chair into the awful, 
boiHng surf just beneath her, and be, after all, lost ! 
So the chair crept slowly along, and our hearts were 
almost in our mouths ; we scarcely breathed ; for a mo- 
ment, nobody heard the roar of the storm, nobody saw 
the rolling mountains of sea, nobody knew even that 
there was a wreck ; everything, the whole world to us, 
as we stood breathless, hoping, fearing, was that solitary 
woman in the chair. Another minute ! She was 
landed! Yes, the woman was safe, and we wiped away 
tears we found standing in our eyes, and all that was 
within us gave a ringing cheer. We all felt to love her, 
and would have, everyone of us, been proud to give her 
our warmest room, our best food. Many more persons 
from the wreck followed, and though some were washed 
overboard before their turn came, the bulk were saved. 
Now look at this stor}\ i. The people in this sinful 
world are, in some respects, like the people in that sink- 
ing ship, and love to Jesus is like the cords of those 
good coastguardmen on the shore which drew them to 
land, and thus saved them. And I fancy, though I 
don't know, that I and those who anxiously watched 
that woman in the chair as she came across the gulf 
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from the ship among the breakers, were like the watch- 
ing angels in heaven, and our welcome to that saved 
woman was like what theirs will be to us when Jesus 
lands us, saved, in heaven. But be that as it may, 
Jesus is the Saviour of the lost, and He saves them by 
drawing them, drawing them from self-will and self- 
pleasing to the will of God and the pleasing of God ; 
from the life which is earthly to the life which is heavenly. 

2. Then again, how sick at heart we on that cliff were 
whilst the coastguardmen were trying to get their saving 
cords to the perishing crew ! What was it that made 
us so ? It was one little word ** if." Yes, that little 
word if made all the difference to the helpless people 
clinging to that doomed ship. // the men could get the 
ropes across in time all would be well ; but, if they could 
not ! then, dreadful to think, the people must be drowned. 

And Jesus uses that word If. He says, ** I, //" I be 
lifted up" — that is, crucified, cruelly nailed by wicked 
men to the cross — ** I will draw all men to Me." The 
death of Jesus on the cross was to show the love of 
Jesus. All His life showed His love : His ways as a 
child at home, as a scholar at school, as a boy at play 
in Nazareth, were lovely ; but these did not give Him 
the means to show how loving He was. His ways all His 
life long, everywhere : in Capernaum, in Bethany, in 
Jerusalem ; to all persons — with poorly people, making 
them better ; with little children, standing up for them 
and blessing them ; with ignorant people, patiently 
teaching them ; with people who had done wrong, 
gently helping them to be sorry and to do better in 
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time to come, — all, all were lovely ; but that busy, loving 
life failed to show how loving He was. Not till His 
enemies put Him on the cross, and spat upon Him, 
scourged, and mocked, and treated Him with gross 
cruelty, did He show how much, how wonderfully 
much He loved. His always-lovely ways become lovely 
beyond all loveliness while suffering, bleeding, dying 
at the hands of sinful men. His heart, then brimming 
over with pity and prayers for those who were killing 
Him, showed the highest heights and deepest depths 
of His love. Then it was He said, ** It is finished." 
To use the figure of the wreck, He had got the cords 
across — the cords of love. No more '' If,*' now. The 
loving life of Jesus had brought the cords down to the 
cliffs ; the loving death had fixed them to the steamer's 
mast. With such a Jesus as **head over all things,'^ 
King of this world and the world to come, not one soul 
of man but must have hope. 

Now, my dear children, if you look at the cross of 
Jesus, you must believe in the love of Jesus ; and if you 
then look away to the throne where Jesus now sits, 
**this same Jesus," King of the worlds of earth and 
heaven, you must have faith in Him. 

Believe in Him when you do wrong; see Him, once 
crucified, now in glory. See there One who loves to 
forgive. Believe in Him, pray to Him, give your heart 
to Him, and you will be drawn to Him. That will be 
Jesus drawing you — drawing you to a better life in this 
world and to the rest of heaven. 



WORLDLINESS. 



SERVICE XL. 



HYMN. 



Jesus, to Thy children listen, 

While to Thee we pray ; 
On us all bestow Thy blessing : 

Do us good to-day. 
Not for self, but for our neighbours 

Living round about, 
May our hearts, like Thine, dear Saviour, 
Daily widen out. 

Jesus, to Thy children listen, 

While to Thee we pray ; 
On us all bestow Thy blessing : 
Do us good to-day. 



Thine own ways of loving kindness. 

Thine unselfish heart. 
And Thy love of what is upright, 

Lord, to-day impart. 
As didst Thou with friend and parent, 

So help us to live ; 
And what we from others suffer 
Teach us to forgive. 

Jesus, to Thy children listen, 

While to Thee we pray ; 
On u8 all bestow Thy blessing : 
Do us good to-day. 



Help us, if provoked to anger. 

Gentle words to say. 
May we think how Thou, when dying, 

For Thy foes didst pray. 
May we look to God to guide us, 

In His will believe, 
And what comes of our obedience 

Calmly to Him leave. 

Jesus, to Thy children listen, &c. 



LESSON. — jfohn xii. 23-26. 

And Jesus answereth them, saying, The hour is come, 
that the Son of man should be glorified. Verily, verily, 
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I say unto you, Except a grain of wheat fall into the 
earth and die, it abideth by itself alone ; but if it die, it 
beareth much fruit. He that loveth his life loseth it ; 
and he that hateth his life in this world shall keep it 
unto life eternal. If any man ser\-e Me, let him follow 
Me ; and where I am, there shall also My ser\'ant be : if 
any man serve Me, him will the Father honour. 

VRA YER. 

God, we thank Thee for all the good things Thy 
kindness has bestowed upon us : for life and health and 
friends ; for fields and air and sky ; for daily food and 
nightly sleep ; for these and all other blessings of Thy 
love ; but above all we thank Thee for sending Jesus 
into the world to teach us what is good and right to do, 
and to guide us through this life to the better life of 
heaven. Incline our hearts, we pray Thee, to hear, 
love, and obey Him, that in all things we may please 
Him until at last, by the purity, joy and loveliness of 
our lives, we shall have become like Him. We ask it 
for His sake.—** Our Father,'^ &c. 

SERMON. 

** Love not the world. ... If any man love the world, the love of the 

Father is not in him." — St, John, 

When we would avoid a thing, we must know what 
and where it is. Now, the Bible tells us to avoid world- 
liness ; so we should know what worldliness is — the love 
of the world, as St. John calls it — and where it is to be 
seen : for it is at the bottom of all kinds of evil and 

z 2 
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wrong, and even boys and girls can be worldly. What, 
then, is worldliness ? 

Well, mark this. It is not loving the glorious world 
of field and sky, fair in the rainbows and blossoms 
of the summer, scarcely less fair in the sparkling frost 
and snow of winter ; fair in the sunny day, fair in the 
moonlight night — a mind that does not love these is 
blind, and foolish, and sinful. Nor is worldliness loving 
the people in the world — father, mother, sister, brother, 
and little baby. Not to love these and a great many 
more people besides these would be base and bad : they 
were all made to love and to be loved. 

I can best show you what worldliness is, and why the 
Bible dislikes it so, by telling you a story of two boys 
who were at the same school, and were both learning 
to swim. One of them, Edward, had for several terms 
carried off the swimming prize, and you may guess the 
pride and self-consciousness of the boy who was first in 
swimming in his school. He was fully fourteen. The 
other, Walter, had only just entered the school, and 
little did any one think he would ever make any mark in 
the water, much less win the other boy's place, for he 
was smaller, weaker, and two years younger — ^he was 
turned twelve. But many things do not happen as they 
are expected, and at the very next swimming compe- 
tition, to everybody's astonishment, this younger boy 
actually entered the lists, swam, and beat the older 
one, and well beat him too, and of course he took the 
prize. All the boys agreed that nobody had ever cut 
a swifter, more graceful figure in the water, and when 
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he had finished they gave such an honest, hearty cheer 
as boys only can. I said **air' did this. No! not all — 
all but one, and that one the boy whose honours had 
been taken away. He had been first, and he had made 
sure of being first again ; so you may imagine the vexa- 
tion of his defeat. His pride was mortified ; he could 
not stand it. Had the winner been bigger or older 
than he, then he might have put up with it, and let the 
matter pass ; but as the winner was younger, weaker, 
shorter, the elder boy fretted and chafed — ^was resentful 
and wretched. The poor fellow fell into temptation, the 
temptation to be unjust and unkind and untrue. He 
told his school-fellows that he was crampy and out 
of sorts at the competition, a disgraceful excuse, for 
it was not true : he was never better. The fact is, he 
wanted to take away from the honour of the new boy. 
He began to hate him, and made up his mind that he 
owed him a grudge, and would one day pay him out. 

The opportunity came. One morning, returning from 
a dip in the sea, Edward happened to meet Walter — 
who, with some school-fellows, was on his way to the 
shore for a dip too — and with a bland smile on his 
face, but downright hatred in his heart, he said, ** IVe 
done a splendid thing this morning, Walter — Fve rounded 
the harbour buoy;" and then Walter proceeded to the 
shore in a state of no small astonishment at Edward's 
wonderful achievement. ** Well," said Walter, ** if he 
can, / can." They were soon stripped, and Walter, the 
only good swimmer of the party, shot out alone towards 
the buoy, which he could see yonder away off the har- 
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bour mouth, round which Edward had swum. But the 
buoy was farther than it seemed, and when Walter had 
reached it he felt wean-, and when he had rounded it 
and had his head to shore, he felt himself failinor. And 
his swim back was against both wind and tide, so he 
soon began to sink, and sobbed out, ** Help ! oh, help !'' 
But not a boy in the company heard him ; the wind 
blew his voice back from the shore. And had thev 
heard him, not one of them could have come to his 
rescue ; they were far too poor swimmers for such a 
work. 

But, fortunately, the wind which blew the poor lad's 
cr}' from the shore, to which he had tried to send it, 
carried it out to sea to a passing boat. A few strokes 
more of the oars, and that boat too would have been out 
of hearing, and Walter must have gone down, and in a 
few hours more there would have been washed ashore 
the bodv of a drowned bov. 

But the boatmen heard, and rowing up to where the 
cry came from, one seized Walter, gruffly inquiring, as 
he lifted him out of the water, ** What are you doing 
here ?" and Walter, shivering and chattering with cold, 
exhaustion, and fear, at length told him as best he 
could that Edward had done it, and he thought he 
could have done it too. ** Don't you believe a word of 
it. He did no such thing, I know. Take my advice, 
and don't you be tr}'ing it again till you're a man," said 
the boatman ; and they were soon at the bathing place. 
And the boatman was right ; Edward had not done it, 
and, to do him justice, when he told his flippant false- 
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hood, he had no idea that Walter would be led by it 
to try what almost cost him his life. 

What I want you to think about is not Walter's 
danger, but Edward's spirit. Better to be drowned, as 
Walter might have been, than to have a mean heart 
like Edward's. He wanted to be reckoned the first 
swimmer in the school, and because he could not be 
that, for Walter was, he had shamefully hated Walter ; 
and now, to get thought the best fay some means, he 
had told a disgraceful falsehood. The fact is, he cared 
neither for truth nor for fair play, nor for his conscience, 
nor for God ; he cared for nothing but how he stood with 
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his school-fellows. Now that was worldliness. When a 
boy's aim has sunk so low, he has become a worldly 
boy. The chief end of a boy's life ought to be to do 
right, to speak what is true, to be fair and kind, and to 
stand well with God : and that is unworldliness. 

And worldliness is always more or less disgraceful. 
It was no disgrace to Edward to be beaten, but it was 
unspeakably disgraceful to hate and to tell falsehoods ; 
and Edward forgot this, forgot it because he forgot 
God and goodness. The world was all he thought 
about — his schoolboy world — and he only wanted its 
favour ; nothing ver^' wrong, as it appears, and yet of 
all the wrongs that men and boys commit the verj- 
chief. Boys, boys, boys ! come w^hat would, he must 
stand well with boys ; to have their pat upon his back, 
their *' Well done ! " in his ears, and that was all ; and 
for that he disgraced and degraded himself. 

Then see what w^orldliness did for him ! First, it 
made him unjust to God. Boys and their praises are 
all very well in their place, but wrong, ruinously wrong, 
when they are put in the place of God, and made the 
rulers of the actions of life. In Edward's heart they 
took the place of God, and neither boy nor man was 
made for that. To be unworldly, we may love the favour 
of man, but God's favour must be loved above all. 

Yes, it is just and generous minds, my children, that 
the Bible calls unworldly, and which make bright and 
lastingly happy lives. 



RESTING IN THE LORD. 

SERVICE XLI. 



Sing, young children, 
Sing God*8 praise; 

Sing — His goodness 
Fills your days. 

Sing, with heart and 
Soul and mind ; 

Sing, for God is 
Wondrous kind. 

Sing — He gave you 
Night and day ; 

Sing — He planned your 
Work and play. 



HYMN. 



Sing — He made your 
Fields and flowers ; 

Sing — He sends your 
Summer hours. 

Sing of this fair 
Earth of love ; 

Sing of that bright 
World above. 

Sing with voices 
He has given ; 

Sing the joyous 
Songs of heaven. 



Then when singing 

Here is o*er, 
Sing in heaven for 

Evermore. 



LESSON. — Acts xii. i-ii. 

Now about that time Herod the king put forth his 
hands to afflict certain of the church. And he killed 
James the brother of John with the sword. And when 
he saw that it pleased the Jews, he proceeded to seize 
Peter also. And those were the days of unleavened 
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bread. And when he had taken him, he put him in 
prison, and delivered him to four quarternions of 
soldiers to guard him ; intending after the Passover 
to bring him forth to the people. Peter therefore was 
kept in the prison : but prayer was made earnestly of 
the church unto God for him. And when Herod was 
about to bring him forth, the same night Peter was 
sleeping between two soldiers, bound with two chains : 
and guards before the door kept the prison. And 
behold, an angel of the Lord stood by him, and a light 
shined in the cell : and he smote Peter on the side, and 
awoke him, saying. Rise up quickly. And his chains 
fell off from his hands. And the angel said unto him. 
Gird thyself, and bind on thy sandals. And he did so. 
And he saith unto him. Cast thy garment about thee, 
and follow me. And he went out, and followed ; and 
he wist not that it was true which was done l)y the 
angel, but thought he saw a vision. And when they 
were past the first and the second ward, they came 
unto the iron gate that leadeth into the city ; which 
opened to them of its own accord : and they went out, 
and passed on through one street ; and straightway the 
angel departed from him. And when Peter was come 
to himself, he said, Now I know of a truth, that the 
Lord hath sent forth His angel and delivered me out of 
the hand of Herod, and from all the expectation of the 
people of the Jews. Now as soon as it was day, there 
was no small stir among the soldiers, what was become 
of Peter. And when Herod had sought for him, and 
found him not, he examined the guards, and commanded 
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that they should be put to death. And he went down 
from Judaea to Caesarea, and tarried there. 

PRAYER, 

Our Father, Who hast given us countless blessings, 
and young hearts for their enjoyment, what shall we 
give to Thee Who hast given to us so much ? We want 
to give our hearts to love Thee, our minds to know Thy 
will, and our lives to do it. O Jesus Christ, help us in 
these good desires of ours, that Thy Father may be 
indeed and in truth our Father, and that we, like Thee, 
may be ever more and more His true and well-pleasing 
children. — ** Our Father,'' &c. 

SERMON. 

** Peter was sleeping between two soldiers bound with two chains." — AcH xii. 6* 

You will remember the story of Peter's imprisonment — 
how, after his denial of the Lord, his Lord having 
spoken such loving words of mercy to him, his heart, 
trampled down all its shameful cowardice and yielded it- 
self unreservedly to ser\^e and worship and glorify Him ; 
how, filled with new-born, loving passion for Christ, the 
forgiven man stood up and preached in the very place 
where thousands of men hated both Jesus and His fol- 
lowers ; and how Herod, the king, wanting to please 
these men, seized Peter, dragged him to prison, fettered 
him, and binding him to two soldiers to keep him, shut 
him in the prison's innermost wards, setting guards at 
the doors to watch. And there he was left till Herod 
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could arrange a day on which to put him to death. This 
imprisonment of their preacher in the first activity of his 
new zeal, was a dreadful blow to the young Church of 
Jesus, and they gathered together and prayed God to 
show His power and save Peter. Herod, the king, had 
already cut off the head of James, another of their 
friends and helpers, and they could not bear to think 
that Peter, the now brave, noble Peter, should be killed 
too. But so Herod had said it should be ; and thev 
cried unto the Lord in their trouble, keeping together 
night after night, and far into the night, making prayer 
and supplication to God, with wringing hands and broken 
hearts. And now the last night was come. 

Well did Peter know the fate that Herod intended for 
him. As he passed through the prison gate, and along 
its narrow way to the cell, where the heavy door closed 
upon him, he knew that his return, whenever it might 
be, was fixed to be to the scaffold and to death. Still, 
on that very same night in which his friends were awake 
praying, we are told that he was quietly lying down 
in sleep, having probably only prayed his ordinar}^ 
nightly prayer of love and gratitude. Night after night 
he had slept, and now his last night of life had come, 
yet he lay down and slept again. 

While Peter slept and the Church prayed, Herod, 
with his officers, made the final arrangements for the 
death of Peter and the morrow's sport, and sent out his 
heralds to announce to the expectant city the time and 
place where they were to gather and see ; and thousands 
of low and cruel Jews were in high glee, rubbing their 
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hands at the prospect of the fete which the goodness 
of the king had decreed to be held at the death of this 
hateful Nazarene. 

The cock crowed. It was now midnight, and Peter's 
last day had begun. Another hour, and the soldiers will 
set up the scaffold. A few score of people from the 
neighbouring towns, who want to see the ** fun " and get 
a good place, lie sleeping about the corners of the 
streets, like heaps of rags. The cock's shrill crow is 
heard again. It is time for those who have to make 
ready to rise. The watch rouses the soldiers. They 
turn over in bed, stretch themselves, and get up to their 
duty. One lifts his sword, touches its edge with his 
thumb, sharpens it, and touches it again and again till 
he thinks it will do its fatal work. 

Peter is still in quiet sleep. What can be the meaning 
of this victim's absolute indifference ? The palace, the 
soldiers' hall, the prayer-meeting at Mary's house — all 
astir about his death, and he fast asleep ! I fancy I 
know the reason, and it seems so well to suit the story 
that I think it must be the truth. It is this : Peter 
remembered something which his friends in Maiy's 
house had probably forgotten, and his enemies in the 
palace had never known, namely, that when Jesus was 
on earth he had spoken to him of a time when he should 
be ** old." And he was not old yet, and if they killed 
him now, he never could be old. So if they did kill him, 
the words of Jesus woiUd never come true, and true they 
must come. How, then, could Herod or anybody else 
kill him ? True, day after day in prison has gone, and 
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he is still there, bound. Night after night has gone, and 
deliverance has not come ; and how deliverance can 
come, he cannot at all see. Even the last whole dav 
has gone and the last night is going. The sun is 
already breaking its way up in the east, and his death 
is fixed for the morrow. Still he sleeps a good, sound 
sleep, because his death is simply impossible. Let the 
heralds proclaim the hour ; let the soldiers make ready 
the scaffold; let Herod get. out his purple robes and 
array himself before his mirror, in his royal crown, and 
get ready to grace his wretched gala day — all, all must 
end in nothing. Christ's word must be true. To him, 
it was surer than the surest word of the most power- 
ful king, and the strongest fetters and bolt and bar of 
gaol. Herod's decrees might pass away ; those walls 
of stone and triple gates of iron might pass away; 
even heaven and earth might pass away — nay, must 
pass away, before one word of Jesus Christ could fail. 
Put to death! No, said Peter, never! So, while 
they laughed in the palace, and cried in Mary's house, 
and put a fresh edge on the executioner's sword 
in the soldiers' hall, Peter would lie down and go 
to sleep. 

Perhaps he might for a moment be troubled and 
afraid, and ask himself if he should keep awake and 
sit up and pray. If he Had wife and children, he 
might ask. What would they do? What would the 
Church of which he was the minister do, if he was put 
to death ? No, he would not even think of such a thing. 
He would not even pray to Jesus, for there was 
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plain word ; that was enough. To ask Him to keep 
that word would be shameful. He could not find in 
his heart to do so distrustful a thing. No, he would not 
sit up and pray ; he would not even sit up and think ; 
he would not have one restless, anxious thought about 
self, or Church, or family ; he would just lie down and 
go to sleep. So Peter went to rest — to **rest in the 
Lord, and wait patiently for Him." 

And now let us see what came of his confidence. 
It was a cock's crow that told the watch to rouse the 
soldiers, but Peter did not hear the crow. And yet, as 
the soldiers in Herod's hall awoke, Peter also awoke. 
Some one nudged him. What was that push at his side ? 
He opened his eyes and sat up. No, he was too heavily 
asleep to sit up ; the hand that touched him lifted him 
up. There was a light in the prison ! Now, a voice 
startled him with, ** Rise up, Peter; be quick!" His 
sleep was gone, his chains fell off, he put on his shoes 
and followed. What could it all mean ? The bolts and 
bars were drawn, the prison doors were opened. And 
as they went out and came up to the big, outer gate — 
just as though the porter at the lodge had risen in his 
sleep to let them through — it opened to them of itself, 
and Peter was in the street. There, his deliverer left 
him, and he was alone, and it seemed all a dream. He 
felt the ground, he looked at the sky, he touched first 
his arm, then his head. No, without any manner of 
doubt, it was not a dream ! Jesus had sent His servant 
and delivered him. And when at length the day dawned 
Peter was far on his way to another place, escaped as a 
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bird from the snare of a fowler. Such was the end of- 
faith in Jesus. 

I love that picture of Peter at rest, because it is so 
beautiful a picture of a life at rest in the Lord, and 
waiting patiently for Him. Do right, then think of this 
picture, and it will help you to be charmed and satisfied 
with all that doing right may bring ; even in prison you 
can rest sweetly and wait patiently. 
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THE PATIE^XE OF GOD, 

SERVICE XLII. 



HYMN. 

Gently think and gently speak. 
Art thou strong ? — respect the weak — 
Art thou weak ? — from what thou art, 
Gently judge another's heart. 

He Who knew the thoughts of men, 
He was gentle. Let us then 
Gentle be in thought and tone — 
We, who scarce can read our own. 

Rain and dews and sunshine fall 
With unbounded love on all : 
Shall thy narrow heart refuse 
Its poor sun and rain and dews? 

Then be gentle, O my soul : 
Thoughts and words alike control. 
If thou must in aught decide. 
Err upon the gentle side. 

Gentleness can do no wrong 
To the weak or to the strong : 
Be thou strong or be thou weak, 
Gently think and gently speak. 



LESSON. — Matt, xviii. 21-35. 

Then came Peter, and said to Him, Lord, how oft 
shall my brother sin against me, and I forgive him ? 
until seven times ? Jesus saith unto him, I say not 
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unto thee, Until seven times ; but, Until seventy times 
seven. Therefore is the kingdom of heaven likened 
unto a certain king, which would make a reckoning with 
his servants. And when he had begun to reckon, one 
was brought unto him which owed him ten thousand 
talents. But forasmuch as he had not wherewith to pay, 
his lord commanded him to be sold, and his wife, and 
children, and all that he had, and payment to be made. 
The servant therefore fell down and worshipped him, 
saying. Lord, have patience with me, and I will pay 
thee all. And the lord of that servant, being moved with 
compassion, released him, and forgave him the debt. 
But that servant went out and found one of his 
fellow-servants, which owed him a hundred pence : and 
he laid hold on him, and took him by the throat, saying. 
Pay what thou owest. So his fellow-servant fell down 
and besought him, saying. Have patience with me, and 
I will pay thee. And he would not : but went and cast 
him into prison, till he should pay that which was due. 
So when his fellow-servants saw what was done, they 
were exceeding sorry, and came and told unto their lord 
all that was done. Then his lord called him unto him, 
and saith unto him. Thou wicked servant, I forgave thee 
all that debt, because thou besoughtest me : shouldest 
not thou also have had mercy on thy fellow-servant, 
even as I had mercy on thee ? And his lord was wroth, 
and delivered him to the tormentors, till he should pay 
all that was due. So shall also My heavenly Father do 
unto you, if ye forgive not every one his brother from 
your hearts. 
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PR A YER. 

God our loving Father, our fathers have told us 
that Thou art a patient God. We are thankful that 
Thou wast patient with them ; and our hearts bless 
Thee that Thou art patient with us, bearing with our 
thoughtlessness and sinfulness, never casting us off, 
even when we do not what is right and true. Though 
Thou art sometimes angry wnth us. Thine anger endures 
only for a little while, but Thy mercy endureth for ever. 
Fill us with solemn gladness that Thou, God, art our 
God.— *^ Our Father,^' &c. ^ 

SERMON. 

** Slow to anger, and plenteous in mercy." — David. 

1 AM going to tell you a story which is so beautifully true 
to both the character of man and the character of God, 
that, though I cannot say it really happened, I shall ask 
you to hear it, and to try always to remember it. 

Once upon a time, many, many years ago, a man, old, 
poor, and hungry, was wandering in one of the wide, 
open deserts of Syria, at the end of the day. The sun 
was setting, and soon it would be dark, when wild 
beasts would come forth from their lairs to seek their 
meat. And this old man was weary, and longed to find 
some place to eat an evening meal, and a place in which 
to sleep. It was with thankfulness that he caught sight 
of the white tent of some evidently well-to-do farmer 
of the desert, to which he turned. Standing in the door 
was a tall, dignified man with a turban on his head, 
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long, loose robes down from his shoulders to his feet, 
fastened with a girdle round his waist. The weary 
traveller asked shelter for the night, and was at once 
with kindness bidden to come in. A supper was pre- 
pared for him as soon as could be, and set before him. 
Doubtless the hungry man was verj' grateful to the 
hospitable man into whose tent he had come, but he 
was evidently not grateful to God, for he began at once 
to eat the meal without saying a grace — a fact which the 
owner of the tent observed with pain, for he himself was 
a good man — his name was Abraham : he was no 
other than the grand old Abraham of the Bible. And 
observing that the old man ate without grace, or any 
acknowledgment of God, he was angry, stopped his 
meal, and told him to go out and away ; he would not 
have godless people under his roof. The graceless old 
man was dismayed, but he dared not disobey such a fine, 
powerful man. So he got up, left his unfinished meal, 
and went out into the desert and the night, and righteous 
Abraham stood at his tent door and watched him wander 
away. Scarcely had the man gone, when Abraham 
heard a voice saying, ** Abraham, Abraham !" He knew 
the voice, for he had often heard it before, and he 
replied, ** Here am I. Speak, Lord." ** Where is that 
traveller that came to thy tent to-night, weary and 
hungry ?" ** I sent him away, for he feared not Thee, 
neither did he honour Thee ; and I will have no man 
beneath my roof that does not honour Thee." ** Abra- 
ham, Abraham," the voice gently and chidingly replied, 
** I have borne with him these seventy years, and couldst 
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not thou bear with him for one night?" Suddenly, 
Abraham was ashamed of himself, and of what he had 
done, and immediately he set out to seek the godless old 
man, and when he found him he brought him to his tent 
again, saying to him, ** God has pleaded for thee," and 
he asked him to return to eat his meal and rest. 

Now, what does this story teach us ? It teaches us 
how far better God is than the very best of men. Com- 
pared even with patient men, Abraham was a glorious 
man, he was neither quick-tempered nor unkind ; yet 
he was both quick-tempered and unkind when com- 
pared with God. God could be patient with the man 
twenty thousand days and nights, when good Abraham, 
good and noble as he was, could not be patient with him 
for one single night — not even for one solitary meal. 
God, my dear children, wants us to be good, and grieves 
that we are not good, far more than the most sincere of 
our friends. But God is not impatient. However we 
try His Spirit, He is never impatient. What a glorious 
fact this is — God, never impatient! He is the God of all 

patience. 

Now, while we are talking of this old man and of the 

great God's long patience with him, think how long God 

has been patient with you. How many years have you 

lived ? Almost every one of the hours of those years 

He has had need to be patient with you, and He will be 

patient with you all the while, should you live to be very 

old. I cannot tell you how glorious this all seems to 

me. Keep the idea of a patient God in your mind, 

especially when you are tr}4ng to be good, and more 
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especially still when you have failed to be good, and are 
sad about it. No one, my dear children, ever becomes 
either good or blessed who has not come to feel that 
everything he has — ^yes, life itself — he owes to God's 
patience with him. It is ** because His compassions fail 
not we are not consumed." They are new every morn- 
ing, fresh every evening. 




ADDITIONAL HYMNS. 



MORNING. 



Asthe bird in meadow fair, 

Or in lonely foreet sings 
Till it mis the summer's air 

And the greenwood sweetly rings, 
So my heart to Thee would raise, 
O my God, its song of praise. 



If Thou, Sun of Life, arise. 
All my heart with joy is stirred, 

And to greet Thee upward flies. 
Gladsome as a soaring bird. 

Shine Thou in me clear and bright. 

Till I learn to live aright. 



Bless this day whate'er I do. 
Bless whate'er I have and lov 

From Thy holy precepts true, 
Suffer not Thy child to rove. 

By Thy spirit strengthen me 

In the life that leads to Thee. 
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MORNING. 



New every morning is the love 
Our wakening and uprising prove — 
Through sleep and darkness safely 

brought, 
Restored to life and power and thought. 

New mercies, each returning day, 
Hover around us while we pray ; 
New perils past, new sins forgiven, 
New thoughts of God, new hopes of 
heaven. 



The trivial round, the common task 
Will furnish all we ought to ask : 
Room to deny ourselves ; a road 
To bring us daily nearer God. 



Only, O Lord, in Thy dear love 
Fit us for perfect rest above. 
And help us, this and every day. 
To live more nearly as we pray. 



E VENING. 



Jesus, tender Shepherd, hear me : 
Bless Thy little lamb to-night ; 

Through the darkness be Thou near 
me, 
Watch my sleep till morning light. 



All this day Thy hand has led me, 
And I thank Thee for Thy care ; 

Thou hast clothed me, warmed and 
fed me : 
Listen to my evening prayer. 



Let my sins be all forgiven ; 
Bless the firiends I love so well ; 
Take me, when I die, to heaven, 
Happy there with Thee to dwell. 



Ere evening's shadows round me close, 
And ere I seek my night*s repose. 
To Thee, O Lord, I humbly raise 
My youthful evening hymn of praise. 



Oh, take this childhood heart of mine. 
And teach it from Thy heart divine 
To praise Thy mercy and Thy power 
From moming^s dawn to evening's hour. 



O'er me, dear Lord, Thy night-watch keep 

And be my safety while I sleep ; 

And when the rays of mom I see. 

My waking thoughts shall turn to Thee. 



NEW YEAR. 

God will take care of you. All through the day 
Jesus is near you to keep you from ill ; 

Waking or resting, at work or at play, 
Jesus is with you and watching you still. 

He will take care of you. All through the night 
Jesus the Shepherd His little one keeps; 

Darkness to Him is the same as the light : 
He never slumbers and He never sleeps. 
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He will take care of you all through the year, 
Crowning each day with His kindness and love 

Sending: you blessings, and shielding from fear, 
Leading you on to the bright home above. 

He will take care of you. Yes, to the end : 
Nothing can alter His love for His own. 

Children, be glad that you have such a Friend ; 
He will not leave vou one moment alone. 



SUMMER. 



Summer suns are glowing 

Over land and sea, 
Happy light is flowing 

Bountiful and free. 

Everything rejoices . 

In the mellow rays. 
All earth's thousand voices 

Swell the psalm of praise. 

God's free mercy streameth 

Over all the world. 
And His banner gleamcth 

Ever)'\vhere unfurled. 

Broad and deep and glorious 
As the heaven above, 

Shines in might victorious 
His eternal love. 



Lord, upon our blindness 
Thy pure radiance pour; 

For Thy loving-kindness 
Make us love Thee more. 

And when clouds are drifting 

Dark across our sky, 
Then, the veil uplifting, 

Father, be Thou nigh. 

May we never doubt Thee, 
Though Thou veil Thy light I 

Life is dark without Thee ; 
Death with Thee is bright. 

Light of Light ! shine o'er us 

On our pilgrim way : 
Go Thou still before us 

To the endless day. 



WINTER. 



Winter reigneth o'er the land, 
Freezing with its icy breath ; 

Dead and bare the tall trees stand : 
All is chill and drear as death. 

Yet it seemeth but a day 

Since the summer flowers were here, 
Since they stacked the balmy hay. 

Since they reaped the golden ear. 

Sunny days are past and gone : 
So the years go, speeding fast, 

Onward ever, each new one 
Swifter speeding than the last. 



Life is waning, life is brief; 

Death, like winter, standeth nigh ; 
Each one, like the falling leaf. 

Soon shall fade and fall and die. 

But the sleeping earth shall wake, 
And the flowers shall burst in bloom. 

And all Nature, rising, break 
Glorious from its wintry tomb. 

So, Lord, after slumber blest 
Comes a bright awakening ; 

And our flesh in hope shall rest 
Of a never-fading Spring. 
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BIRTHDA Y. 



Jesus was once a little child, 

A little child like me — 
Was cradled in His mother s arms, 

And sat upon her knee. 

Once He was just the age I am, 
And was as helpless, too ; 

He used to eat, and walk, and sleep, 
Just as all children do. 



And yet, though He was once a child. 

He is the God of all; 
And angel hosts before His throne 

In lowly worship fall. 

And why was it He chose to be 
A child so poor and weak ? 

It was that I might learn from Him 
How blessed are the meek. 



It was that I might learn of Him 

My parents to obey. 
And, like the Child of Nazareth, 

Grow holier every day. 



GENERAL. 



Gentle Jesus, meek and mild, 
Look upon a little child. 
Pity my simplicity : 
Suflfer me to come to Thee. 



Fain I would to Thee be brought 
Dearest Lord, forbid it not I 
Give a little child a place 
In the kingdom of Thy grace. 



" Be holy, little children ; 

Be holy as your Lord !** 
This is the call of Jesus, 

The children-Saviour*8 word; 
Calling them to do battle 

With naughtiness and sin. 
With evil deeds without them. 

With evil thoughts within. 

Himself the child's Example, 

All beautiful and true. 
He shows what children oueht to be, 

What children ought to do. 
Nor should they be disheartened 

When trying to obey. 
But pray and try, and conquer, 

A little every day 



When out of blocks of marble 

Men shape a form of grace, 
*Tis day by day they labour 

And difficulties face ; 
And if ye would be Christ-like, 

All holy through and Uirough, 
Ye must, with daily patience, 

Face difficulties too. 

'* Be holv, little children ; 

Be holy as your Lord 1** 
Oh, hear the call of Tesus — 

Obey your Master s word I 
Brave hearts that daily labour, 

And lowly hearts that pray — 
These make the life more holy, 

A little every day. 
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Lord, a little band and lowly, 
We are come to ting to Thee; 

Thou art great and high and holy, — 
Oh 1 how solemn we should be. 

Fill our hearts with thoughts of Jesus, 
And of heaven, where He is gone, 

And let nothing ever please us 
He would grieve to look upon. 



For we know the Lord of glory 
Always sees what children do. 

And is writing now the story 
Of our thoughts and actions too. 

Let our sins be all forgiven ; 

Make us fear whatever is wrong. 
Lead us on our way to heaven. 

There to sing a nobler song. 



If Jesus Christ was sent 
To save us from our sin. 

And kindly teach us to repent. 
We should at once begin. 

*Tis not enough to say 
We're sorry and repent. 

Yet still go on from day to day 
Just as we always went. 



Repentance is to leave 
The sins we loved before ; 

And show that we in earnest grieve, 
By doing so no more. 

Lord, make us thus sincere 
To watch as well as pray ; 

However small, however dear. 
Take all our sins away. 



And since the Saviour came 
To make us turn from sin, 

With holy grief and humble shame 
May we at once begin. 



O Son of Man — Thy name by choice — 

Our hope, our joy, our life. 
Make us like Thee, Whose gentle voice 

Was never heard in strife. 

Holy and harmless, undefiled, 
On earth Thou wert alone — 

Come from the depths of heaven, a child. 
To make the lost Thine own ; 



To be a glory in our night. 

And bring us from a^ve. 
The way heaven's children live, all bright 

With self-forgetting love. 

In all things like Thy brethren made, 

O teach us how to be 
With meekness, gentleness arrayed — 

In all things like to Thee. 



gentle Jesus, had I been 

On earth when Thou wast here, 

1 might have come and kissed Thy feet, 
And touched Thee without fear. 

Perhaps had I been near Thee then, 
Thou wouldst have smiled on me, 

As Thou didst on those happy men 
Who were so near to Thee. 



But still Thy gracious words are then 
Thou saidst " Forbid them not ;" 

And little children by their Lord 
Can never be forgot. 

Oh ! take me, dearest Lord — I com 
With all my heart to Thee — 

And make me, now and evermore, 
Thine own dear child to be. 



Additional Hymns. 



369 



Jesus, gentlest Saviour, 
God of might and power, 

Thou thyselif art dwelling 
In us at this hour. 

Nature cannot hold Thee, 
Heaven is all too strait 

For Thine endless glory 
Or Thy royal state. 

Yet the hearts of children 
Hold what worlds cannot, 

And the God of wonders 
Loves the lowly spot. 



Jesus, gentlest Saviour ! 

Thou art in us now ; 
Fill us full of goodness 

Till our hearts o'erflow. 

Oh ! how can we thank Thee, 

For a gift like this — 
Gift that truly maketh 

Heaven's eternal bliss ? 

Ah ! when wilt Thou always 
Make our hearts Thy home ? 

We must wait for heaven, 
Then the day will come. 



Little children were delighted. 

Followed full of holy mirth. 
When they saw the gentle Saviour 

Walk about upon the earth. 

Little chile' ren who were poorly, 
Little children blind from birth, 

Were made well, and got their eyesight, 
When the Saviour was on earth. 

Little children who were naughty. 
Little children who were sad, 

When the Saviour was among them 
Were made good again and glad. 



Little children ever loved Him. 

Spent with Him their brightest day. 
Marching as they sang His praises. 

Scattering flowers along His way. 

Never had they known such treasure. 
Never had they known such worth 

As their little hearts were to them 
When the Saviour was on earth. 

Let us too, then, strive to see Him 
In His Gospel's simple word. 

He awaits us: let us find Him, 
Find these blissful children's Lord. 



I'll come to Thee, O Jesus Christ ! 

I'll Thy disciple be ; 
Not tears, not deeds, but self I'll bring, 

Because Thou callest me. 

I'll come alone to hear Thy word. 

And at Thy feet 111 rest ; 
For while I hear no voice beside 

I'm cheered, I'm helped, I'm blest. 

I'll follow Thee to watch Thy ways, 

From manger on to grave ; 
For, step by step, 'tis thus I learn 

Thy sovereign power to save. 

I'll strive to do Thy blessed will, 
Renounce my foolish ways. 

And live a life, though stained by sin. 
More worthy of Thy grace. 



I'll hope through all my mortal days 

Thee by my side to find ; 
To feast my eyes, to fire my heart. 

To beautify my mind. 

I'll trust that Thou Thy Spirit's help 
From me wilt ne'er withhold ; 

Then the sweet victories of my life 
By tongue cannot be told. 

I'll sing Thee here, my spirit's Prince, 

And follow in Thy train, 
Until Thy will my place shall change, 

And death shall be my gain. 

Then, brighter far than summer's sun, 
More glad than marriage joy, 

In serving, praising, crowning Thee 
Eternal life employ. 



Thanks, Saviour, thanks — ten thousand thanks ! 

How good Thyself to give. 
Thou fount and fire of heavenly life, 

In Whom alone I live. 
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LORD'S PRAYER. 

Old Version. 

Our Father, which art in heaven, Hallowed be Thy 
name. Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done in earth, 
As it is in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. 
And forgive us our trespasses, As we forgive them 
that trespass against us. And lead us not into 
temptation ; But deliver us from evil : For thine is the 
kingdom, The power, and the glory, For ever and ever. 
Amen. 

New Version. 

Our Father which art in heaven. Hallowed be Thy 
name, Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done, as in 
heaven, so on earth. Give us this day our daily bread. 
And forgive us our debts, as we also have forgiven our 
debtors. And bring us not into temptation, but deliver 
us from the evil one. — Matt. vi. 9-13. 

Father, hallowed be Thy name. Thy kingdom come. 
Give us day by day our daily bread. And forgive us 
our sins ; for we ourselves also forgive every one that 
is indebted to us. And bring us not into temptation. — 
Luke xi. 2-4. 

THE END. 
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BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG. 



The Half-Hour Library of Travel, Nature, and 

Science. 

Handsomely Bound and beautifully Illustrated, with more 
than loo Illustrations in each Volume. 

" Without exception the most suitable books for prizes." 

Price 3s. 6d. each. 

Half-Hours in the Far North. 

Life amid Snow and Ice. 

Half-Hours in the Far East. 

Among the People and Wonders of India. 

Half-Hours in the Wide West. 

• Over Mountains, Rivers, and Prairies. 

Half-Hours in the Far South. 

The People and Scenery of the Tropics. 

Half-Hours in the Deep. 

The Nature and Wealth of the Sea. 

Half-Hours in the Tiny World. 

Wonders of Insect Life. 

Half-Hours in Woods and Wilds. 

Adventures of Sport and Travel. 

Half-Hours in Air and Sky. 

Marvels of the Universe. 

Half-Hours Underg-round. 

Volcanoes, Mines, and Caves. 

Half-Hours at Sea. 

Stories of Voyage, Adventure, and Wreck. 

Half-Hours in Many Lands. 
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ii Books for the Young. 



By Sarah Doudney, 

Stepping Stones: 

A Story of our Inner Life. With Illustrations by G. G. 
Kilburne. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 

" This beautiful HX^:'— Literary World, 
" Well written and pleasant." — Graphic. 
" The characters are real and lifelike." — Manchester Examiner. 

Strangers Yet. 

With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 

" An excellent sketch of character." — AthencBum, 

** Will give a g^eat deal of quiet pleasure." — Graphic. 

" Few will be unmoved by its pathos." — Nonconformist. 

The Strength of Her Youth. 

With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

By Norman Macleod, D.D, 

Eastward : 

Travels in Egypt, Palestine, and Syria. With numerous 
Illustrations. 5th Thousand. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

** The most enjoyable book on the Holy Land we have ever read." — Nonconformist. 

The Earnest Student: 

Being Memorials of John Mackintosh. 22nd Thousand. 
Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

*' Full of the most instructive materials ; no student can peruse it without being 
quickened by the example of candour, assiduity, and happy self-consecration." — 
The late James Hamilton^ D.D. 

The Starling. 

With Illustrations by W. Small. 5th Thousand. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

" Such a story as this, with the fine manly character of the Serjeant, ought, in 
these days of vile sensationalism, to be doubly welcomed. We emphatically com- 
mend it to our readers." — Westminster Review. 

Character Sketches. 

With Illustrations. 3rd Thousand. Post 8vo, 6s. 

" They are sure to be most welcome to all who can appreciate a broad, genial 
humanity, mingled with much pathos and a keen insight into the deeper workings 
of the human soul."— Dai/y Telegraph. 
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By Norman Macleod, D.D. 

Reminiscences of a Hig-hland Parish. 

3rd Thousand. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

'• One of the most refreshing and delightful books which can anywhere be found. 
The impression which it makes is the nearest thing possible to the delight of 
wandering in fine autumn weather on the braesides of the mountains that look 
forth on the islands and the Atlantic. And. the reader will find in the book what 
the mere wanderer cannot see in nature — a rich storehouse of noble humanities." — 
Scotsman. 

The Old Lieutenant and his Son. 

With Illustrations by Mahony. 12th Thousand. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

*' We place 'The Old Lieutenant and his Son' in the very first rank of religious 
fiction." — Daily News. 

The Gold Thread: 

A Story for the Youn*^. With Illustrations by J. MacWhirter, 
J. D. Watson, and Gourlay Steel. 15th Thousand. Square 
8vo, cloth extra, 2s. 6d. 

'* This is one of the prettiest, as it is one of the best, children's books in the 
language." — Caledonian Mercury. 



By 



L. T. Meade. 

Mou-setse. 

A Negro Hero. With Illustrations. Small 8vo, cloth extra, is. 

A Dweller in Tents. 

With niustration. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 2s. 6d. 

*' It surprises us with a study of human character of no ordinary merit and 
intensity." — Pall Mall. 

** The keenest interest is excited." — Christian World. 

Andrew Han^ey s Wife. 

With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 2s. 6d. 

*• The characters are well drawn, and the story well developed." — Literary World. 
** Decidedly strong, and well wrought out." — Scotsman. 

Mother Herrings Chicken. 

With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 2s. 6d. 
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By Hesba Stretton, 

Author of ** Jessica's First Prayer." 

In Prison and Out: 

No Gaol for Children. With Twelve Illustrations by R. Barnes, 
gth Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 2s. 6d. 

** Told with all the pathos and captivating interest of the authoress of ' Jessica's 
First PrsiyeT.'**— Guardian, 

** A powerful illustration of the way in which the laws and the police together 
make criminals." — LiUrary World, 



By Principal Tulloch. 

Beginning Life: 

A Book for Young Men. New and enlarged Edition. 14th 
Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 

** Principal Tulloch's excellent book for young men." — Edinburgh Review. 



By Sarah Tytler. 

Papers for Thoughtful Girls. 

With Illustrations by Millais. gth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth 

gilt extra, 5s. 

** Miss Tytler has produced a work which will be popular in many a home when 
her name has become among her own friends nothing more than a memory." — 
Morning Herald. 

Heroines in Obscurity. 

A Second Series of ** Papers for Thoughtful Girls." Crown 
8vo, cloth gilt extra, 5s. 

" We have over and over again heard parents speak something in this style : 
* We are at no loss for books for our boys ; there are Mr. Smiles' volumes and 
some others ; but where to look for a good girls* book, a good companion to a 
young lady just leaving school, we know not, and would be glad for any one to 
help us.' This complaint need no longer be heard. Miss Tytler's books are 
exactly of the kind desiderated, and may with all confidence be recommended at 
once for their lofty moral tone and their real artistic qualities, which combine to 
make them equally interesting and instructive." — Nonconformist. 
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By Sarah Tytler. 

Citoyenne Jacqueline : A Woman s Lot in the Great Trench 

Revolution. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt extra, 5s. 

*' 'Citoyenne Jacqueline' is one of those rare books of which every sentence 
deserves to be read leisurely, and will repay the attention with pleasure." — 
Guardian. 

" There is real genius in the book.'' — Spectator, 

Girlhood and Womanhood. 

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt extra, 5s. 

"The concentrated power which we admire in ' Citoyenne Jacqueline' is precisely 
the kind of power to insure an equal success to the author in this book. No story 
in the book disappoints us ; each has * the virtue of a full draught in a few drops ; * 
and in each there is the quintessence of such a novel as Thackeray might have 
written." — Pull Mall Gazette. 

Days of Yore. 

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt extra, 5s. 

"Every quality of merit which was conspicuous in 'Citoyenne Jacqueline* is 
apparent here also. The first tales in these volumes give us some of the finest 
descriptions of scenery we have ever read, while the meditative mood into which 
Miss Tytler frequently falls in these eighteenth century reminiscences is ver>' like 
the delightful chit-chat with which Thackeray indulged his readers so often.*' — 
Spectator. 

The Diamond Rose : A Life of Love and Duty. 

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt extra, 5s. 

" It is so full of character, it has such a depth of true human pathos about it, 
and — what in these days is no small merit — it is written in such an exquisitely 
perfect style, that we hope all our readers will procure it for themselves." — 
Literary Churchman. 

The Hu.2:iienot Family in the English Village. 

With Illustrations. 3rd Thousand. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

" As an example of character-painting, of the close and delicate representation 
of the gifts and graces, the struggles and triumphs of the human heart, ' The 
Huguenot Family has few, if any, superiors. Grand'mere Dupuy is the finest 
creation of English fiction since Romola. The Parson's daughters would do no 
discredit to Oliver Goldsmith.'" — Morning Post. 



vi Books for the Young. 



Handbooks of Art and Music. 

By SARAH TYTLER. 

Crown 8vo, 4s. 6d. each. 

I. 

The Old Masters and their Pictures. 

II. 

Modern Painters and their Paintings. 

***The Old Masters* really supplies what has long been a want. It gives a 
good fi^neral idea of the various schools of painting, distinguishes them in a broad 
and efficient manner, and is written with just so much enthusiasm for art as to 
temper detail, and make the reading of it attractive. We are quite sure * Modern 
Painters * will be much in demand ; for hitherto there has been nothing like it — so 
complete, simple, and succinct." — ^ritish Quarterly Review. 

III. 

Musical Composers and their Works. 

** The best simple handbook on the subject that has yet appeared in England." — 
Academy. 

By Emma Jane Worboise. 

The continued popularity of Miss Worboise's books and their 
suita6ility for prize and gift books for girls are abundantly 
confirmed by the large editions regularly used for this purpose. 

St. Julian's Wife. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 

Campion Court: A Tale of the Days of the Ejectment 

Two Hundred Years Ago. Crown 8vo, 5s. 

The Lillingstones of Lillingstone. 

Crown 8vo, 5s. 

Lottie Lonsdale : or, The Chain and its Links. 

, Crown Svo, 5 s. 

Evelyn's Story : or. Labour and Wait. 

Crown Svo, 5s. 

The Wife's Trial. 

Crown Svo, 5s. 

Life of Thomas Arnold, D.D. 

Crown Svo, 3s. 6d. 
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